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2 THE GOLDEN APPLE. 

Breathing the fumes of devotion, clothing with incense 

the sacrifice. 
Bright 'mid the damsels of Delos, bright with the blush 

of emotion, 
Moved the fair form of Cydippe, lithe as the bough of a 

linden. 
Eichly her ringlets of auburn strayed thro' the woof of 

the network, 
Binding the braid of her tresses, clasped with a brooch 

like the grasshopper. 
Delicate, yet all perceptible, 'neath the white folds of 

her garment, 
Swelling with exquisite symmetry, ripened the charms 

of her bosom. 
Downward, with rustle voluptuous, streamed her robe, 

dyed like the crocus. 
Gemmed o'er her knee with an emerald, and flowing 

down where her ankles, 
Moulded with lustre like ivory, glimmered as stars thro' 

the twilight. 
Clear o'er the strophes of the harmony chimed her soft 

accents of silver, 
Accents of ravishing sweetness, tones of bewitching 

vibration. 
But when the revel of Artemis 'rose in the rapture of 

music, 
When the round limbs of the virgins gleamed in the 

whirl of their ecstasy. 
Proud 'mid the tumult of votaries, clad with supremacy, 

queenlike, 
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Shone the blithe grace of Cydippe, beautiful as a 

divinity. 
Silent amid the spectators wandered a stripling of 

Cea. 
Comely was youthful Acontius. Clustering locks, like 

curled amber, 
Shadowed the sheen of his forehead^ where the blue 

veins were discernible. 
Frank beamed his eyes of deep azure, tinctured with 

tints like the violet. 
Euddily ripe glowed his nether-lip, with its rich hue of 

vermilion. 
Under his small spreading nostrils, and o'er his chin's 

dimpled contour 
Grew the first down of near manhood, faint as the bloom 

on an apricot. 
There, all-entranced with strange feelings — feelings of 

mute admiration — 
Stood the blithe stripling of Cea, watching the damsel 

of Delos. 
Oft in the visions of childhood loveliness thus passed 

before him, 
Floating in glories ideal over the disc of his fancy. 
Blending his dreams with the presage of vernal youth's 

dawning passions. 
" 0," cried the Voice of his Yearnings, " 0, for the 

visible beauty 
Yielding divine indications of her benignant existence ! 
O, for the shallows of Attica, blooming with lilies and 

lichens. 
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Where the wan nymph thro' the water gladdens the eye 

like an opal ! 
O, for the dells of Ahydos, where the meek Dryad, 

emerging 
From the green rind of the Ilex, glides forth — the soul 

of the umbrage !" 
Such were the fond aspirations breathed in the days of 

his boyhood — 
Now, ere his youth has departed, revealed in their 

realised splendour. 
Bright though the phantoms of infancy, viewed near 

yon daughter of Dian, 
All their dimmed majesty vanished — planets unseen ia 

the noonday. 
Gaily around in the pageant fluttered the crocus-dyed 

raiment ; 
Palely, like pink alabaster, glanced her smooth arms 

'mid the concourse ; 
Sweetly her laughter all musical, lightly her ringlets of 

auburn, 
Rippled and danced to the harmonies. Gazing, enrap- 
tured, Acontius 
Followed her footsteps, bewitched by the manifold 

charms of each movement. 
But in a pause of the orisons, while the hushed crowds 

were dispersing, 
Gentle Cydippe, with bounding step, tripped down a 

glen towards the greenwood. 
Under the shade of a laurel washed by the foam of a 

rivulet, 
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Down on the grass, where a gnarled root ribbed the 

long dip of the herbage, 
Softly reclining in weariness, sank the gay maiden of 

Luna. 
Tracking the print of her pathway by the crushed pods 

of the acorns, 
Tingling with doubt and confusion, slowly her lover 

pursued her. 
Plucking a gold-rinded apple from the low bough of a 

fruit tree. 
There on its peel, where the sun-flush reddened its mel- 
lowing crispness. 
With a keen thorn as a pencil, culled from the spray of 

a bramble, 
Words pulsing warm like his passion, he in fine ciphers 

depicted : 
" By holy Dian's dread mysteries, thine are my heart's 

fond affections, 
Pledged thus, bj' thee to be cherished, thy spouse and 

thy future companion." 
Sleep on Cydippe descending, lulled her in visions de- 
lightful. 
While young Acontius that delicate boon of unbounded 

affection 
Slipped down the scoop of her boddice 'twixt the white 

globes of her bosom. 
Suddenly roused from oblivion, snatching the fruit from 

its covert, 
Lo ! then the oath of the couplet she all-uuconsciously 

uttered. 
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Pledging to him her virginity by the dread rites of 
Diana ; 

Sworn to hecome his in wedlock, hard by the fane of 
the goddess. 

Gazing, amazed, at the stripling, blushed the fair damsel 
of Delos. 

Love in the grove, born divinely from silence and slum- 
ber, around them 

Scattered the brilliant illusions of youth. Eose the 
virgin to greet him ; 

Side by side, hand in hand, lip to lip — there one rap- 
turous moment they tarried, 

Then turned, for the clash of the cymbals again shook 
the blooms of acacia. 

Linked together with garlands of roses, once more 'mid 
the pomp they were mingled. 

While sang the dun bird of the twilight, red died the 
Day-God from Attica. 
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LAMAETINB IN FEBEUAEY. 

(1848.) 

Awake, voluptuous Paris, from thy lethargy of woe ! 
Not to Barnave's ringing war-cry, or the summons of 

Brissot ; 
Not in Freedom's name to light the torch, or bare the 

dastard brand 
At the siiUen scowl of Marat, or the smile of fair 

Eoland. 

But arise to nobler battle, now, and grasp a doughtier 

glaive 
Than e'er before from tyrant-bond could manumit the 

slave. 
Eemember, Liberty's strong word is keener than the 

steel, 
Her starlike glory brighter than the blaze of the 

Bastille. 

No resplendent haunts, replete with all the gorgeous 

pomps of crime, 
Lure the rabble now from squalor to reverse the deeds 

of Time ; 
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But the shame of royal treachery, corruption, fraud, 
and guilt. 

Provokes the land to rise in wrath and seize th' aveng- 
ing hilt. 

Such thoughts when 'round re-echoed, like the trumpet's 

silver call, 
Koused the valorous ambition of that mighty race of 

Gaul, 
Broke the slumber of their vengeance, shook their 

banner to the gale, 
Bade their civic arms triumphantly o'er serried ranks 

prevail. 

And the tumult soon attested that revolt would claim 

their right. 
While the rage of moving thousands in the roaring 

gloom of night, 
Keared the barricades of Liberty, the ramparts of the 

throng, 
With the clang of iron hatchets and the chime of golden 

song. 

Grim Bevenge ! became the watchword, when " To 
Arms ! To Arms !" aloud 

Shrieked the brothers of the butchered, grown the 
leaders of the crowd ; 

When a sombre tramp betokened where the dire proces- 
sion wound. 

Dropping blood instead of blossoms as it trod th' em- 
purpled ground. 
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Slowly rolle^ the ghastly tumbril 'neath its freight of 

solemn dead ; 
Flashed the glare of tossing flambeaux on each corpse 

with murder red ; 
Hoarse with horror and emotion, then the mob, with 

muffled breath, 
As they marched with measured footfall, sang the dismal 

Hymn of Death. 

While at intervals the passion-call, Mevenge ! was heard 

again, 
In a yell whose awful import pierced the caverns of the 

brain ; 
Fired each bosom with a yearnirig to subvert the sway 

abhorred, 
Nerved each hand to gripe with firmer hold the musket 

and the sword. 

But when morning dawned, and panic thro' the Tuile- 

ries had ilown, 
Fled the princes from their palace, fled the monarch 

from his throne ; 
Scared by terrors most ignoble, from his hearth the king 

was thrust, 
While the vaunted majesty of power lay trodden in the 

dust. 

Then the boldest statesman trembled 'mid the ruins of 

the state. 
And the bravest soldier faltered in that hour of evil 

fate ; 
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Even Bugeaud's arm was palsied by the perils of the 

time ; 
Even crafty Guizot quailed before the cold remorse of 

crime : 

And the silent scorn that glimmered in the eyes, and 

curled the lips 
Of the million, quenched the ministry of Mole in 

eclipse : 
Egalite's shrewd offspring failed to keep the sceptre, 

gone, 
Ev'n with Thiers for his Necker, and Barrot for his 

Calonne. 

They sacked the Palais Eoyal when the crackling fire 

grew dumb ; 
They lit the Chateau d'Eau with flames, and marched 

with tuck of drum 
Down the boulevards, where revolt, around, its meeds of 

fight had strown, 
Where, with shouts of victory and joy, they burnt the 

broken throne. 

Yet, thro' all those deeds of pillage and destruction, 

they were true 
To the precepts of the Godhead, to the laws Eeligion 

drew: 
" Death to thieves !" resounded often 'mid the daj'light 

and the gloom. 
While the ball with sudden vengeance sent the robber 

to his doom. 
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And lo ! when o'er the din of arms the marble Christ 

was borne 
The tumult ceased, as mists disperse before the gleam 

of morn ; 
And a voice with solemn utterance cried, "Eevere the 

Holy One, 
Bow the head, and lowly bend the knee, to God's 

Incarnate Son !" 

Uncovered all, and kneeling with a reverential air, 
The people sanctified their rule with God-adoring 

prayer; 
Their virtue and their valour 'mid that Eevolution 

vied, 
In the sacred names of Freedom, and of Him the 

Crucified. 

Yet levelled were the dykes of law, and shattered was 

the wand 
That made the nation live, though laden down with 

chain and bond; 
And the surge of anarchy appeared to doom the public 

weal, 
When the lawless rabble thronged around the old Hotel 

de Villa. 

There the dauntless conclave brooded o'er the dangers 

of the day. 
Those bold Dictators of Revolt, those Champions of the 

fray, 
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Eesolved at every risk to nurture Liberty's green bud, 
To staunch the tears of sorrow and the flow of civic 
blood. 

Yet the councils of those statesmen, there provisionally 

held. 
By sinister leports were stirred that on their senses 

swelled 
Like the auguries of massacre, more dire than e'er had 

been 
In the evil Eeign of Terror and the ghastly Guillotine. 

For vile demagogues were clamouring for murder and 

for spoil, 
Now goading on the concourse to renew the recent 

broil ; 
Now appealing to the shadows of the demons of the 

dead. 
Whose sins had clad Democracy with infamy and dread ; 

Now calling for some new St. Just in wrath again to 
rise; 

Now searching for Billaud Varennes once more with 
yearning eyes ; 

Now sighing for CoUot d'Herbois from death to re- 
appear ; 

Now pining for the advent of the ruthless Eobespierre. 

To quell those callous passions, and to crush all embrj'O 

crime, 
Then the Poet of Emotion rose in attitude sublime ; 
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And, confronting all the horrors of the arm^d rabble, 

dared 
With majestic look the daggers from assassin-scabbards 

bared. 

Swords were bickering 'round his brow, serene though 

pale amid the strife, 
Pikes and bayonets were bristling in the ranks that 

sought his life : 
While full many a musket turned towards that Hero's 

glorious form. 
Where he towered above destruction as the eagle o'er 

the storm. 

And he spurned the bloody symbol that they proffered to 

his hand, 
And his voice above their roaring rolled abroad in 

accents grand — 
" No ! the Eed Flag I abhor," he cried ; " and the reason 

of my hate 
Is the reason of all patriotic guardians of the State : 

For the Eed Flag has been draggled 'round the Champ de 

Mars alone, 
Trailing in the people's holy gore that sapped the ancient 

throne. 
While the Tricolor has nobly made the tour of all the 

world 
With our glory and our greatness, in fair freedom's cause 

unfurled !" 
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When those burning words resounded on the hearing of 

that host, 
Paled the cheeks, and swam the eyes, and rang the 

joyous shouts of most ; 
They kissed the Poet's hand with love, they touched his 

garb with awe. 
And the will of that un-armed man became the nation's 

law. 

Five times did he, the Oi'ator, their boding rage allay 

Ere thus with adolescent lip (his locks yet tinged with 
gray) 

He breathed the haughty eloquence, with clear angelic 
sound. 

That with the Patriot's laurel-wreath his Bard-like fore- 
head bound. 

Oh, 'twas a brave act bravely done, a valiant deed and 
fair, 

For on the hazard of a die he stood emperilled there. 

And, while braving shot and steel alike, he hurled the 
scaffold down. 

When all other leaders quailed before the mob's trium- 
phant frown. 

Not Vergniaud's proud, unblenching front, not Danton's 

dauntless gaze. 
Had ever shone so brightly. forth 'mid Valour's golden 

rays; 
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;Nor ever thoughts more daring on their wings of music 

flew, 
Prom the mouth of aged Malesherbes or of youthful 

Barbarroux ; 

No Jacobin more potently e'er swayed the civic rod, 
Nor e'er Girondins lordlier looked e'en when to die they 

trod; 
And Time in ages past no nobler spectacle had seen. 
Than the act that gave to deathless song the fame of 

Lamartine ! 
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BUEIAL OF THE AECHBISHOP. 

Bear the sombre bier along 

To tlie requiem's muttered tones ; 
The deep bell clanging like a gong 

To the blast of the trombones. 
Slowlj' in procession tread, 

Hidden from the light of day, 
Thro' the regions of the dead, 

Thro' the chamels of decay. 
Priest and deacon, turn by turn, 

Chaunt the low funereal rites, 
While the gleaming censers burn. 

Lightly swung by th' acolytes. 
Let the wail of anguish rise 

Thro' the sullen shades below. 
Till distil from saddened eyes 

Blinding tears of solemn woe. 
Echo all the crypts around. 

Even every crevice dim. 
With a sweet but awful sound — 

Sorrow's agonising hymn. 
Tuba mirum spargens sonum, — 

Eound the vaulted chambers ring. 
Per sepulchra regionum, — 

Where the silent dead we bring. 
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Coget omnes ante thronum, — 

Sorrowfully munQuring. 
Slower each attendant move, 

Surpliced child and cowled man, 
With the griefs that all behove, 

Clerk, and monk, and sacristan. 
Pause beneath the glare of torches, 

Cluster 'round where grimly glooms 
One of Nature's deathful porches 

Leading to her ghostly tombs. 
Envy, yield at last thy choler. 

As if blew the final tromp. 
Now the grave's corrupting squalor 

Glimmers thro' the ghastly pomp. 
Draw the coffin from its pall, 

Lay it in its place appointed. 
While we linger, one and all. 

Weeping for the Lord's anointed. 
Lower down with creaking ropes 

Thro' the earth, so dank and cold. 
The casket of abandoned hopes — 

Purple velvet clamped with gold. 
Scattered o'er the buried Great, 

Hark ! the clattering mould hath slid, 
Dully dropped with leaden weight 

On the hollow-sounding lid. 
Brother Lawrence, thus beside me 

With thy honest hand in mine. 
What though other hearts belied me, 

Solace I should find in thine. 
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Though our brows with grief we bend, 

Let each memory smile anew, 
Happy, though in death, my friend, 

Bidding bygone days adieu. 
Have we not old recollections 

Worthy of unfading love, 
Wafting all this world's affections 

To the radiant realms above ? 
Here before our feet he lies, 

He, the comrade of our youth. 
Now translated to the skies 

By the Living God of Truth. 
You remember all the joy 

Of his pure, unsullied seul 
When he left this life's alloy. 

Passing thro' the golden goal — 
Passing thro' that goal more splendid 

Than the dawn-empurpled east, 
When within bis heart were blended 

All the graces of the Priest : 
Guarded from the grasp of schism 

By his mind's sublime belief; 
Sanctified by sacred chrism ; 

Chosen by the Church, her Chief. 
Then the tonsure, while it shed 

Glory like the crimson mom's, 
SymboUed on his shaven head 

Calvary's awful crown of thorns. 
Then the amice he would drag 

O'er his neck with aspect meek. 
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As they muffled with a rag 

Him they smote upon the cheek. 
O'er his scanty cassock fell, 

Floating down, an alb like snow, 
As in Herod's time befell 

To the Human-God of woe. 
'Eound his loins a girdle wound, 

He to each adoring soul, 
Like the Holy One when bound, 

Stood in maniple and stole. 
Over all, the gorgeous silk 

Of the outer vestment rolled 
Eed like blood, or white as milk, 

Stiff with 'broideries of gold — 
The rich chasuble he bore. 

As an emblem in our creed 
Of the purple robe He wore 

When they armed Him with the reed. 
Then an antidote for malice 

And all mundane ills he brought, 
In the gem-encrusted chalice 

And the paten thinly wrought. 
With our sympathetic sighs 

Did the stately pageant pass. 
To uplift the sacrifice 

In the rapture of the mass. 
Clouds from thuribles arose, 

While with ardour every voice 
Pealed the harmony that flows 

When assembled souls rejoice. 
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But, above the fumes around, 

O'er the melodies of air, 
Eose the fragrance and the sound 

Of the supplicative prayer. 
Oh, what glory seemed to glow 

On his solemn features then — 
Like the aureole o'er the brow 

Of some sainted martyr — when 
His anointed hand revealed 

O'er the bended heads of most, 
All the love that lay concealed 

In the consecrated host ; 
Or, when benedictions came 

From the rayed Eemonstrance, while 
Each beam glimmered like the flame 

Of the dread Eedeemer's smile. 
Tet, alas, for ever mute 

In the silent awe of death. 
Low he lies whose moral fruit 

Eipely dropped at his last breath ; 
Low he slumbers to his knell, late 

Teaching truths with honeyed lips ; 
Low he lies, the Prince, the Prelate, 

Shadowed by the grave's eclipse. 
Brother Lawrence, cease thy sorrow ; 

Draw from misery relief. 
And the salt of solace borrow 

From the briny dews of grief 
Staunch the weepings of thy brain ; 

Bend obedient to the rod ; 



BUEIAL OF THE AEOHBISHOP. 21 

Turn consoled to life again, 

Leaving him alone with God. 
Move with muffled sighs along 

To the requiem's muttered tones ; 
The deep bell clanging like a gong 

To the blast of the trombones. 

While without the lark rejoices, 

Soaring high above the tomb, 
Faint and fainter chime the voices, 

Dying in the sombre gloom. 
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THE LOED PEOTECTOE'S GHOST. 

A BALLAD. 

Sauntering o'er the moorland lonely — 
Darkness dappling into day — 

Lo ! one Courtly Gallant only, 
Humming a blithe roundelay. 

Einglets trailing on his shoulders ; 

Tufted lip and tufted chin ; 
Eyes that seem to seek beholders — 

Love for handsome looks to win. 

Less than love wore niggard payment, 

Music, as each footfall stirs, 
Eustling in that 'broidered raiment, 

Jingling in those burnished spurs. 

'Tis a thing of silken splendour. 
Perfumed lace and velvet gear, 

Flourished with the gauds that render 
Gay the roystering Cavalier. 

'Tis a pampered lord of revels 
Loitering from a banquet home, 

Fearing neither God nor devils 
"Where his wayward path may roam. 
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Drinking deep from flagons brimming. 
Wine has flushed his cheek and brain ; 

Yet with heated senses swimming 
Calm he lounges o'er the plain. 

Whim-inspired his sleek roan scorning, 

And his gaily-liveried groom, 
Quaffs he here afoot the morning, 

Brushing through the flowery broom — 

Brushing through the dewy brambles 

Leisurely as o'er a lawn, 
Not yon dismal scene of rambles 

Darkling at the glint of dawn. 

Sudden sounds of doleful anguish, 

Ghastly gleams of lurid light — 
Gleams that fitful rise and languish — 

Glimmer through the gloom of night. 

Startled, pale, aghast, affrighted, 

Lo ! the Gallant plain doth see. 
By the ghostlike radiance lighted, 

Grim and gaunt — the Tyburn tree. 

And beneath the gibbet standing — 

Horror in its lifeless eyes — 
On each lineament the branding 

Token of a form that dies — 
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Eotting, mouldered, blue, abhorred, 
Yet witb aspect calm and grand, 

He who, thougb uncrowned his forehead, 
Eeigned — the Euler of the land. 

Hark ! the Awful Phantom uttering 
Woeful words and dire to hear. 

Words that, breathed through black lips mut- 
tering. 
Chill the Eeveller's bones with fear. 

" Minion ! " cries the dreadful Spectre, 
" I am he who once did wield 
Mighty England's glorious sceptre ; 
Led her armies to the field ; 

" Scattered all her ills and terrors 

As the winnow drives the chaff; 
And for all her tyrant's errors 

Gave her right with scorn to laugh. 

" Traitorous knaves, with plots designing, 
Trembled at my sheathless sword. 
Knowing that its splendrous shining 
Was — the glory of the Lord ! 

" Nations awed before my power, 

Monarchs shrinking from my blow. 
At my coming, cursed the hour 
Britain first became their foe. 
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" Arbiter of peace and battle, 
In my grasp the bolts of war 
Routed warrior-hosts like cattle, 
Hurled the victor from his car. 

" Holland, with her navies scattered, 
Saw our banners sweep the main, 
Saw them flout where low lay shattered 
In the dust the pride of Spain. 

" Scotland's ancient brand fell broken 

When it crossed my iron rod ; 

Erin knew her doom was spoken 

When my foot was on her sod. 

" Distance, impotent to sever 

Britons from my sheltering fame, 
Found them guarded, wheresoever, 
By the terror of my name. 

" We were scatheless, free, defiant — 
Bent to none but God the knee, 
On His holy aid reliant. 

Perilous though the path might be. 

" Now ! with tarnished standards lowered, 
Draggling at the heels of France : 
Fallen — not with fate untoward, 
Cloven helm and splintered lance : 
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" Shameless — stripped of pride and splendour, 

Like a craven knight who yields — 
England to chicane doth render 
Glory won on foughten fields^ 

" Harlots throng the Csesar's palace ; 
Bastards drain the realm of gold ; 
Panders drug the royal chalice ; 
Eank and place are hought and sold. 

" Puniest state of meanest power 

Britain's stingless wrath contemns, 
Now when by old Julius' Tower 
Dutch ships ride upon the Thames. 

" Yet, with dastard shields scarce dinted. 

Plumes uncropped though blurred and torn, 
Ye whose recreant brows were printed 
With a villain brand of scorn — 

" Palterers with kingly vigour, 

Lords in form, at heart but slaves, 
Human ghouls, with coward rigour 

Dragging dead men from their graves : 

" Ye, who while this shape was breathing 
Trembled from my glance away. 
When my soul had left its sheathing 
Basely spumed the crumbling clay : 
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" One whose guards were freemen serried, 
One before whom millions bowed — 
Spumed me powerless, lifeless, buried, 
Haled me from my mouldering shroud : 

" On a murderous hurdle drew me — 
Lord of earth from sea to sea ! — 
Thro' my corpse in mockery slew me, 
Hung me on the felon's tree. 

" Viler vengeance never mortal 

Dreamt of out of Hell's black womb, 
Bursting ev'n Death's sacred portal, 
Eifling ev'n the awful tomb. 

" Hence, the princely race ye cherish — 
Tawdry trifle of a day — 
Quickly from the throne shall perish. 
Swiftly from the world decay !" 

Dismal sounds, the soul appalling, 

Eing the Gallant's brain around, 
Horrid gleams about him falling, 

Swooned upon the dewy ground. 

Grimly looms the gallows o'er him : 

Not a living thing doth stir. 
Where no longer frowns before him 

Ghost of kingly Oliver. 
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LONGFELLOW IN ENGLAND. 

(1868.) 

Welcome to England ! thou whose strains prolong 
The glorious bead-roll of our Saxon song : 
Ambassador and Pilgrim Bard in one, 
Fresh from thy home — the home of Washington. 
On hearths as sacred as thine own, here stands 
The loving welcome that thy name commands ; 
Hearths swept for thee and garnished as a shrine 
By trailing garments of thy Muse divine. 
Poet of Nature and of Nations, know 
Thy fair fame spans the ocean like a bow, 
Bom from the rain, that falls into each life, 
Kindled by dreams with loveliest fancies rife ; 
A radiant arch that with prismatic dyes 
Links the two worlds, its keystone in the skies. 

The noblest creatures of those dreams of thine. 
From Hiawatha to Evangeline, 
Here thou wilt find, where'er thy footsteps roam. 
Loved as the cherished Lares of each home. 
What prouder rfefrain heartens to the core 
Than thou hast sung in brave Excelsior ? 
Where sounds more gladdening 'mid this earthly strife 
Than the sweet clarions of thy Psalm of Life ? 
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None but the rarest raconteur may grace 

The mimic contest where most yield thee place. 

Say which for either, fairer wreaths produce, 

Irving's Astoria or thy Flower de Luce ? 

Which haunted hostel lures more guests within, 

Hawthorne's Seven Gables or thy Wayside Inn ? 

Turning thy pictured page, what varying dyes 

Shine thro' each latticed margin's new surprise ! 

Here the swart Blacksmith, smirched with grime and tan. 

Tears in his eyes, yet every inch a man. 

Here, 'mid the rice-field, heaving his last breath. 

The poor Slave-monarch dreams himself to death. 

Here, while without loud raves the tempest's din. 

Here, while around the revellers brawl within, 

The dying Baron thro' the grave's dark goal 

Seeks Christ's redeeming passport for his soul. 

Who hears not now, stormed down among thy leaves. 

The Eain that poured like cataracts from the eaves, 

Eoared thro' the kennels, lashed the streaming panes. 

Flooded the squares, the streets, the courts, the lanes, 

Eaging like seas that o'er some foundering wreck 

Swill thro' the scuppers from the swimming deck ? 

Cool, teeming, plenteous, soul-refreshing showers 

Quaffed by parched earth and by the thirsting flowers, 

Nor less by those who listened to thy song 

As, like Lodore's, thy deluge dashed along. 

Where subtler solace than thy gentle voice 

From riven hearts can draw till griefs rejoice ? 

Answer, what oft-repining woe o'erpowers 

That lay serene, the Eeaper and the Flowers ? 
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So large thy sympatMes, thy hand can trace 

Charms in each clime and glory in each race : 

So penetrant thy love, its gaze can find 

God in the flower, His breathings in the wind ; 

Mesh with mere hempen coil in rope-walk spun 

All human joys and ills beneath the sun ; 

Wake with grand echoes of responsive rhymes 

Long silent notes of mediseval chimes ; 

Nay, hear ia hush of serried arms arrayed 

" The diapason of the cannonade." 

'Mid purgatorial fires, in heaven, in hell, 

Thy dauntless soul hath lately dared to dwell, 

Passing o'er burning marl, where Dante trod 

With Yirgil's ghost, to Beatrice and God. 

Yet, rarely gifted Nature to translate, 

Eeflect not others, thus : thyself create. 

Eing out once more in thy own golden lines 

Life's ianer meaning, not the Florentine's — 

Thou who hast given thy dreamings to our sight 

And syllabled the Voices of the Night : 

Thou who hast sung, as none but thou could sing, 

The tender legend of the Angel-King : 

Thou who around with afHuent hand hast thrown 

The heavenly largess of thy benison, 

Eegarding none as alien to thy breast — 

Columbia's Poet, hail as England's Guest ! 
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THE DYING BEIDEGROOM. 

The lattice trembled open, 

And cool the summer air, 
Th.ro' the woodbine wafting sweetness, 

Stirred the dying Student's hair, 
And, on evening's purple silence streamed. 

His voice breathed like a prayer : 

" Come nearer, Alice, nearer : 
Lay your hand upon my brow : 

I am free from suffering, dearest, 
And my thoughts are calmer now. 

And I love to feel you clinging, 
Like the blossom to the bough. 

" Let me clasp your blessed fingers — 
There — I press them to my lips : 

They are thin with all this watching 
How Time's sand too glibly slips : 

Mine were warmer when my fancies 
Felt the fever's dire eclipse ! 
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" Nay, studder not so wildly ; 

It is past, that gloomy strife ! 
All my mind's delirium vanished 

With this ebhing out of life : 
I'm a very child in weakness now, 

My gentle-hearted wife ! 

" Draw your arm around my shoulders — so, 

And let me lay my head, 
Weary — weary, love, but loving, 

On your breast — my sweetest bed ; 
And perhaps sometimes you'll fancy me 

Still here when I am dead. 

" Will you find it very lonely, 

When the twilight drawing round. 

You shall watch my empty comer 
On our hearth's beloved ground ; 

And you pause to hear — alas ! in vain — 
My tongue's familiar sound ? 

" Oh, weep not, Alice, weep not ! 

I cannot bear those tears ; 
I would staunch them with my kisses, 

And dispel your bitter fears 
With our memories of bygone hours, 

And hopes of happy years. 

" How sweet the breezy vesper 

Spreads abroad its faint perfumes. 
Fanning thro' the open window 



THE DYING BEIDE6E00M. 33 

Where the honeysuckle blooms : 

Think you, Alice, there are blossoms 

Such as those among the tombs ? 

" Nay, do not shut the lattice, 

For the mild air sheds a balm 
O'er my temples. 'Tis not chilling : 

And the eve is hushed and calm, 
And its fitful murmur rises 

With the sadness of a psalm. 

" Hark ! the village bells are chiming — 
Do you hear them down the dale ? 

They were joyful once, beloved. 
When they told our wedding tale ; 

But their merry sounds ring harshly now 
With tones of no avail. 

" To me their plaintive music. 

As they vibrate to and fro 
In the ivied belfry swinging. 

When the winds of evening blow, 
Seems like the solemn dirges sung 

O'er friends gone years ago. 

" Yet think not idle sorrows 

Such as these I now can feel ; 
No, my heart's adored treasure ! 

Other griefs around me steal. 
Thoughts of agonised affection 

Broken words but half reveal. 



34 THE DYING BEIDEGBOOM. 

" I am thinking, my fairest ! 

Of those days almost divine, 
When to these poor arms that heauty 

You were willing to resign, 
When your virgin faith yon plighted. 

And I found you, Alice — mine. 

" Mine, unworthy in my weakness ; 

Mine, though humhly, I could own 
Not a rood of fair possessions 

Where the leaves of God are grown : 
Mine, though poorest and obscurest — 

Mine, my AHce, mine alone ! 

" Brief but priceless are the moments 
That have vanished since that morn. 

When, Sweet ! hither to our cottage 
Prom the bridal you were borne ; 

Scarce, since then, three moons have ripened 
Milky greenness in the corn. 

" It has pleased the God who made us 

In His wisdom to afford 
But few glimpses of that rapture 

That we dreamt of and adored, 
When you chose me from all others 

For your proud though lowly lord. 

" Yet with all my pangs of anguish, 

While I see you by my side, 
Looking down with tender patience 
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On the love by death denied, 
I am filled with glad emotions, 
my glory ! my bride ! 

" All the fame I yearned to vanquish, 
This frail mind no more may seek, 

Clasp me nearer to your bosom — 
Let me kiss your pallid cheek. 

Oh, my Alice, grief is stronger, 
Though my failing voice be weak. 

" But the chalice of my sorrows 

God is filling to the brim. 
Kiss my forehead, Alice, quickly, 

Tor my eyes are growing dim ; 
Kiss my lips, love — closer, closer, 

Oh, my senses faint and svs-im !" 

She is bending o'er him fondly. 

Shedding fast the briny rain ; 
On his heart her palm she presses. 

And — like madness in her brain — 
Feels, God ! it beats no longer, 

Knows it ne'er can throb again. 
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GERMINAL. 

A VISION' OF PERPETUAL SPRING. 

A VIRGIN waking from dear dreams of love, 

The Earth stirs faintly, and with slumberous hand, 

Half conscious, flings away the robing snow 

That warmed her couch for winter. Like a bride 

Elate to meet her lusty lord, the Sun, 

She issues forth all smiling when its light 

The vernal matin of the year reveals — 

That annual Morn of Nature, whose approach 

The cuckoo's clarion celebrates, what time 

The crocus streaks with purpling gold the dawn 

Of gradual vegetation. So the hours, 

From dewy April, and from blossomed May, 

Spread open to their burning Noon, July : 

So lengthen to October's mellow Eve, 

When Autumn like a Sunset throws a flush 

Of glory o'er the woodlands, till each leaf 

Its radiance saturates with crimson, when 

The yellow wall fruit blush, and in the grass 

The ripening sorrol reddens to the tips. 
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Yet now the Spring-born Day is but begun, 

The prelude of its harmonies the song 

Of throstles in the thicket. Cooled with rains 

The clean-washed grove in all its brownest twigs 

Throbs with a latent budding of young leaves. 

Pale glitters forth thro' tangled briars and moss, 

In form a tiny paten of fair gold. 

The darling primrose. Prattling rolls the brook 

Where clustered hazels hang white tassels down 

To dally with its bubbles. On the brink 

A casual movement of the cress proclaims 

The liquid path it mantles. Like a veil 

Asunder riven by the solar beam, 

The mist floats back in gauzy amplitude. 

Creation feels through each minutest pore 

The vital influence of the season. Warm, 

The green sap, boiling from the root, imparts 

Unseen pulsations to the greener rind. 

And so, through boweiy dell, and o'er the lawn 

Where gilded kingcups and the silver sheen 

Of early daisies 'broider all the turf. 

The vivifying dews spread, verdurous. 

Along the undulating lea stray lambs 

That crop to milky core the meadow-vetch. 

Around in air, crystalline as the sky. 

That crowns ideal groves in Faeryland 

On wings erratic float the babbling rooks. 

By tufts of knotted cowslip beetles run. 

In mail resplendent with metallic dyes, 

Now golden-green in hue, now purple-black. 
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They thread the mazes of the sprouts, and gleam 

Like precious jewels glimmering in the sod. 

A Poet once in dreamy Ehineland sighed 

To girdle round in flight the rolling globe, 

Perpetual twilight trailing in his wake. 

And gorgeous clouds before him shadowed from 

An everlasting sundown. Not such mine 

The dazzling fancy loved and cherished most. 

Eternal daybreak in eternal spring 

For mo would have a charm more exquisite, 

Desirable, divine : the pleasure drawn 

From promise never ending or complete — 

The promise of the blossom in the bud. 

The promise of the fruitage in the bough, 

The promise of sweet nut in sourest pod. 

The promise of all summer bees and birds. 

Autumnal apples and autumnal corn. 

A beauty never learning in decay 

The sorrows of fruition. Thus for me 

Let life in endless sweets evaporate. 

Insatiate passion glowing through the veins 

Of all things sentient to the thrills of love — 

The plant that opes its petals to the ray, 

Or drinks the tears of even ; and the midge 

On silver-tissue pinions sailing by : 

The finch green-flickering from the privet — white 

With creamy blossoms curdling into bloom : 

The lordly moth of radiant dragon-dyes, 

Its wings of damson velvet dusted down 

With powdered gold like amber in a meal. 



GERMINAL. 39 

The callow linnet in its woven lair ; 

And more than all, the blushing Queen of May, 

A garland of white roses round her brow, 

And nut-brown locks descending to the edge 

Of silken boddice, clasping daintily 

The swell of her pure virgin bosom. Thus 

For me should rural freshness be renewed 

And foliage blurred no more by summer dust. 

Or cankered by the blight- worm, and for aye 

Mad frolics in the garden croft resound. 

And dances on the village green, and trysts 

Beneath the flowering hawthorn — when the breeze 

The music of enamoured tones should blend 

With floral sweetness gushing from the spray. 
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FLOEEAL, 

A CONTRIBUTION TO ANTHOLOGY. 

THE golden hours, 
When with gentle duty- 
Verdure budding into flowers 

Decks the earth with beauty. 

Then, while April drips 
Dew-rain down like treasures 
On each creamy bloom whose tips 
Blush with floral pleasures, 

Thro' each shrub in crowds 
Blossoms show their graces, 
As thro' Eden's silver clouds 
Gleamed angelic faces. 

the vernal eves ! 
the sweet May mornings — 
When the sun thro' thickening leaves 
Sheds his bright adornings ! 
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Then from meadow-grass 
Sprout the pink-rimmed, daisies, 
As if seraphs dumb did pass 
Speaking Nature's praises — 

Breathing them in gems, 
Not in words admiring, 
Talking from the jewelled stems 
Earth's gay lap attiring. 

What though half concealed, 
Symbols of God's pardon 
Are those splendours of the field, 
Glories of the garden. 

Tokens of His love 
As are toys to childhood, 
Sprinkled fairest boughs above, 

Scattered through the wildwood. 

Such in tender guise 
Where gaunt briars entangle, 
Primroses from moss arise. 
Each a yellow spangle. 

Such the fragrant blue 
Lurking, lo ! serenely, 
Where the violet peeps thro' 
Umbrage clustered greenly. 
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Such the sapphire hells, 
When the zephyr sallies. 
Nodding in the leafy dells, 

Tiemhling down the valleys. 

Cowslips in the cup 
Shot with ruddy speckles, 
As if rubies glimmered up 

Thro' their velvet freckles, 

0x1 ips sown around 

Like a mellow glory, 

Lettering the verdant ground 

With a sylvan story. 

Cuckoo stalks so fair 
In their lilac tinting. 
That no way word foot could dare 
Crush them with its printing. 

Born from tiny sprays. 
Thus are buds beholden, 
Nurtured in the solar rays, 
Eosy-green and golden. 

As when bonds of woe 
Juda brake asunder, 
Manna from the mists like snow 
Dropped in loving thunder — 
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So when seed-germ rends 
O'er the soil's fruition, 
Moisture, manna-like, descends, 
Yielding sweet nutrition. 

Saints divinely bright. 
Summoned from death's prison, 
Eise those floral souls to sight 
Glorified when risen ! 

Sprouting from the mould, 
Dawning 'mid the sedges. 
Squandered o'er russet wold. 
Lavished on the hedges. 

Other buds more fair 
In their efflorescence 
Decorate each smooth parterre 
With their dainty presence. 

Plants that from rough stocks 
'Eound the lattice clamber. 
Blent with purple hollyhocks 
Tipped with rims of amber. 

Scarlet pimpernels 
August's liveried vassals ; 
Fuchsias, like minutest shells, 
Hung in crimson tassels. 



44 FLOBEAL. 

Dahlias richly dight, 
Blown in gaudy bosses ; 
Passion creepers, quaint to sight, 
Marked with nails and crosses. 

Pansies rarely pied, 
Like the dragon-pinions, 
Spread in evanescent pride 

O'er the moth's dominions. 

Sorrel to the pith 
Acid in its savour ; 
Eed geraniums scented with 
Warm metallic flavour. 

Tulips ripely veined — 
Chalices brimmed over 
With the sheen whose lees have stained 
Pinks like cultured clover. 

Asters 'round the core 
Frilled with leaflets pointed. 
As if royal crowns they bor§ 
Fairy kings anointed. 

Lavender like corn 
Eeaped for elfln rations ; 
Blushing as with streaks of morn, 
Opal-hued carnations. 
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Purple iris blades 
Flashed from emerald scabbards ; 
Crowsfeet 'broidering the glades 
Like heraldic tabards. 

See, thus, floral gleams 
Nature sheds beneath her — 
Emulating stellar beams 
In the limpid ether. 

There from midnight skies 
Shine the golden showers : 
Here from verdant meads arise 
Constellated flowers. 

Tinting all the hills 
With minute completeness, 
Scattering 'mid the crags and rills 
Blooms of varied sweetness. 

Blossoms vernal white, 
Leaves autumnal yellow, 
Make the landscape's youth all bright 
And its age all mellow. 

Welcome then each bud ! 
Welcome wood and dingle, 
Where in Nature's ample flood 
Leaves and blossoms mingle ! 
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Heaven, so Pable tells, 
Hath celestial flowers, 
Meads divine of asphodels 

And amaranthine bowers : 

Yet though Earth's, like reeds, 
God hath doomed to perish, 
Beauty lives in world-horn weeds, 
Beauty Gods might cherish. 

Welcome then each spray ! 
"Welcome every bramble ! 
Welcome budding woods of May, 
Tempting feet to ramble ! 
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FRUCTIDOE. 

A REVERIE IN AN ORCHARD. 

October, flushed with Autumn's ruddy lees, 

Behold in royal pomp before me pass, 
The rosy fruitage of the yellowing trees 

About me dropping on the orchard grass — 
Festooned in garlands 'round his lordly shape, 
The golden hop and purple-bleeding grape. 

His garment scatters in a tinkling trail 
All hectic dyes that paint the emerald sod, 

Each crimson leaf that flickers in the gale 
A flake new-gilt by- Time's alchemic rod — 

In fragrant showers along his pathway spread, 

Their ripeness muffles up his stalwart tread. 

I see unfurled in all the dying boughs 
The season's banner wanton in the wind ; 

I scent the sweets wherewith its breath endows 
The crisping foliage and the mellow rind ; 

I hear, I hear its soft, melodious sound 

" Swirl " o'er the wealth that strews the littered ground. 
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More dear to me than all its lunar kith, 

The harvest month comes laden down with spoil, 

Its clustered produce plump with cooling pith. 
Its brimmed libations mingled wine and oil — 

Their floodings squandered o'er the spongy plain 

That steams like incense at each bubbling stain. 

Around me gazing o'er the fructile scene 
Where pendant bunches 'mid the boughs profuse, 

'Neath bending twigs disclose a glossy sheen 
Al l redly streaked with tints of latent juice, 

Eemote, I view in Earth's autumnal hours, 

The luscious offspring of the honeyed flowers. 

Here acid crabs, o'er roadside brambles shed, 
Eoll washed in dew beneath the nettle's gloom ; 

Here saffron apricots, on sunbeams fed, 

Divulge warm blushes on their velvet bloom ; 

And here, where hazel tufts embrown the dell 

'Mid sourest fringe lurks still the browner shell. 

There hollow melons load the fattening mould. 
Their bulbous orbs conserving amber meat. 

Their wrinkled verdure ribbed with gleams of gold 
More bright than ever robes the bearded wheat — 

When thro' the rustling stalks in ductile lines 

The steel-blue crescent of the sickle shines. 

In slender tassels 'mid the bushes glow 
Unnumbered currants of a sanguine dye. 

Or clustered fair like elfin balls of snow 
Each cream-white globule with a russet eye. 
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Or musky black 'neath down-garbed leaves that yield 
A warm aroma by eacb gust revealed. 

To leatberu core tbe crimson raspberry clings ; 

The mulberry purples on the dusky tree ; 
And o'er the unctuous earth from which it springs 

In covert hangs the freckled strawberry — 
All meekly nestling near its fibrous roots, 
The vermeil-tinted violet of fruits. 

A globe of burning ore the orange seems ; 

The oval lemon shows a paler hue 
Where from a frail and sister shrub it beams, 

As though from each the precious metal grew. 
Or, as if touched by Tantalus of old, 
Unmellowed greenness changed to ripened gold. 

The swollen pear, smooth tapering to its stalk. 
Droops large and stirless in the generous sun ; 

The crumbling medlars on the garden walk, 
Eay-sodden lumps, fall brownly one by one ; 

And, pierced by beak of linnet, in a flood. 

The darkling damson drips with ruby blood. 

All tingling hot, the sultry wall, o'erspread 
By snakelike branches writhed and interlaced. 

Sustains the peach whose cheek of darkened red 
Th' enamoured wild-bee's kisses have defaced — 

Pink-veined from rugged stone to tender peel. 

All faintly powdered with a pearly meal. 
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See, pensile, quivering from the jewelled stems, 
Eedundant cherries twinkle moist in air : 

Lo, deep in umbrage that the day contemns, 
The soft fig blackens in its sylvan lair ; 

Behold in clumps that trail the dingle sod 

The pebble filbert in its shaggy pod. 

On stunted briars, where, at gleam of morn. 
Its silvery gauze the spider oft will spin, 

The mottled gooseberry 'mid leaf and thorn, 

With dark seeds glowing thro' transparent skin. 

There richly blooded and here sallow green. 

Decoying peeps the prickly boughs between. 

Around me thus in varied hues arrayed, 
Those dainty nutriments of Nature rise. 

The tempting roundness of each form displayed 
Thro' foliage radiant with autumnal dyes : 

Some blooming wild, some reared with anxious toil, 

The rare exotics of an Orient soil. 

The almond sweetening in its porous husk. 

The quince shrewd-savoured in its film of down. 

The pale pomegranate, and the olive dusk, 
The chestnut glossy with a dappled brown, 

Together tremble in the sultry wind 

That stirs the tresses of the tamarind. 

And greasy dates, all glutinous to the lip, 
And citrons oft by candied syrups dight ; 

And limes whose tartness, when the fevered sip, 
Infuses rapture through the yearning bite ; 
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And mangoes, each with marrowy pulp replete, 
Rain down with softened crushes in the heat. 

Such sweets, though precious, dearer far to me 
The humbler fruitage of our northern sties ; 

More prized the nectarine on the clambering tree, 
Or the blue plum that on the gravel lies, 

Than — richest produce of the tropic zone — 

The tough pineapple of the golden cone. 

Prolific, thrive, in knots that downwards pull 
Each limber spray that trembles like a sedge, 

Those natural treasures germinating cool 
In straggling coppice or entangled hedge — 

Imperfect till October eves, when free 

The robin warbles in the blackberry : 

Till bead-like bunches from the elder swing 
In ripe luxuriance, when the frolic breeze 

Circles the drifting foliage in a ring. 
Each brittle leaflet chinking as it flees : 

Till, lavished 'round where shadowing branches sway. 

The rinded walnuts dank with sap decay. 

I love them all, those varied boons of earth : 
I love them budding in the vernal dew, 

When laughing rosily in summer mirth 
Thro' green alcoves, or when their tints bestrew 

The lap of autumn, spread with herba;ge strong 

To catch unbruised the flushed and melting throng. 
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Yet other, brighter boons remain unsung — 
The dimpling apple with its sunward face 

All blooming ruddy, grey-mossed boughs among. 
Or purple clusters where, with tiny trace. 

The grape's green ringlets thro' its glories twine, 

The verdure clothing with a grace divine. 

Half-dreaming, couched upon the bladed turf 
O'er which the chequered lights of evening play, 

A drowsing murmur as of ocean's surf 
Abroad I hear attest the zephyr's sway, 

The gentle prelude blown by boreal gales 

That scourge the woodland with resounding flails. 

While thus thro' every pore the crops afford 

Prismatic colours to the dazzled eye. 
Where, strown abundant o'er the orchard sward. 

The mellow droppings of the autumn die — 
Cold storm-blasts quickening in their wintry womb- 
Soft faints the twilight melting into gloom. 



THE OLD MONK IN THE BELFRY. 53 



THE OLD MONK IN THE BELFEY. 

Hark ! the mournful numbers rolling 
Where the hooded monk is tolling ; 
Ever and anon his forehead 
Bending o'er the hempen coil : 
To and fro his shadow swinging 
With the refrain he is ringing — 
Ah ! the woeful refrain bringing 
To an end all human toil. 

Thro' the ivied loophole slender, 
Like an aureole of splendour, 
Poised amid those sounds abhorred. 
O'er the swaying cowl of serge. 
Streams the day's departing glory, 
Fitful gleams, now gold, now gory, 
Down the ample beard and hoary 
Timing with the chiming dirge. 

Sidelong to that lonely mortal, 
Thro' the sanctuary portal. 
Glimpses from the great cathedral 
Steal upon his ravished sight ; 
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Glimmerings from tlie oriel painted 
With angelic forms and sainted, 
Seen where incense clouds have fainted 
Softly in the holy light. 

Twinklings from the waxen tapers 
Shining thro' those sacred vapours, 
Silvery flames that like a bead-roll 
Circle the celestial place ; 
Hyacinths to purple glooming, 
Lilies virginally blooming, 
Eoses heavy with perfuming, 
Clustering in ambrosial grace. 

Pouring from the bells above him, 
Soaring to the souls that love him. 
Still the monotones of sorrow 
Crown the monk's dejected head 
With a nimbus of vibrations. 
Like a thorn-wreath's emanations. 
Earth's sublime reverberations 
Mourning for her holy dead. 

Though dumb grief to weeping urges 
Yon' grey ringer of the dirges, 
Yet his trembling hand can borrow 
Solace from the belfry rope, 
Drawing forth those notes of wailing 
That to heaven, like prayers prevailing. 
Seem to rise, not unavailing, 
Sounds whose echoes breathe of hope. 
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Lo ! in the vast minster only — 
Summoned to this labour lonely, 
"When the evening sun declining 
Sheds a glory over all — 
Toils the monk and toiling praj-eth, 
Though no whispered prayer he sayeth 
To the God his heart obeyeth, 
Whom its life long throbs recall. 

Eadiant shines the gorgeous building, 
Day's departing beams are gilding, 
Each minutest grace defining 
In one glare divinely bright : 
Loftiest trefoil, lowliest basement, 
Daintiest mullion of rich casement, 
Scatheless smiles through time's defacement. 
Bathed in the celestial light. 

Loud and clear the tongue of iron 
That metallic thrills environ. 
In the ancient belfry swinging. 
Where the echoes ebb and flow. 
Make, with mystic power abounding, 
Vocal all the fane surrounding. 
As with clarion peal resounding 
In the sundown's golden glow. 

Hid from view, the inner splendour, 
Save what glimpse the porch can render 
To the silent Watcher ringing 
Calmly on the checkered floor. 
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He, as witli his eyes beholding, 
Sees, from memory's stores unfolding. 
All the pillared pomp upholding 
Groined roof fretted o'er and o'er. 

Sees the arched clerest'ries pointed, 
As with heaven's own chrism anointed, 
Filled with rainhow-dyes resplendent — 
Gleamings from the bliss above : 
Sees where, down the nave in showers. 
Scattered petals of sweet flowers 
Trailed before the host's veiled powers 
Blossom types of awe and love. 

Hears, though hushed, the organ sounding 
Forth its trumpet- clang astounding, 
Dulcet treble notes attendant 
On the pedal's thunderous bass : 
Hears, in thought, the choral voices — 
Till his very soul rejoices — 
Lift the vibrant song that poises, 
Eddying round the sacred place. 

Yet, alone, the bell-note pealing 

Sounds : till — hark ! from graveyard stealing 

Softly thro' the chiming pauses 

Of the solemn dirge he rings — 

Bex tremendcB majestatis,. 

Qui salvandos salvos gratis, 

Sdlva me, fons pietatis, 

Some far choir angelic sings — 
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Dying down in dim recession, 
While the sorrowing procession 
Gathers round the tomb that causes 
These lamenting words to rise ; 
'Mid the vigil he his keeping, 
See you not the old monk weeping, 
Scalding drops from heart-fount leaping, 
Trembling, raining from his eyes ? 

(The Bell ceases.) 

Ah ! for whom tears so wild ? 

Whisper close ! Hear the truth ! — 
For the child of the child 

Of the love of his youth. 
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YOUNG AMEEICA — OLD ENGLAND. 

A SONG OF PEACE. 

(1852.) 

What ! shall Saxon bonds be sundered 

By the sordid Inst of gain ? 
Shall the realms of peace be ravaged 

By the Eulers of the Main 
Tor the greed of gold or glory ? 

No — forbid it, God the Lord ! 
Young America — Old England — 

Hand-in-hand, not sword to sword ! 

Shall one hour dissever races 

Thus allied by kindred fame, 
Speaking both one common language, 

Men with blood and bards the same ? 
Such dark crime can never follow 

Foolish taunt or idle word : 
Young America — Old England — 

Hand-in-hand, not sword to sword ! 



YOUNG AMBEIOA OLD ENGLAKD. 59 

Has not History woven our laurels 

Till their many wreatlis are one — 
Yours the pride in burly Cromwell, 

Ours in honest Washington ? 
With the radiance of Past annals 

Shall the Future not be stored ? 
Young America — Old England — 

Hand-in-hand, not sword to sword ! 

Does broad ocean roll between us ? 

We are still brought side by side. 
By the peaceful navies Commerce 

Scatters grandly o'er the tide. 
Shall we 'wake our dormant thunders 

Where toil-laden ships are moored ? 
Young America — Old England — 

Hand-in-hand, not sword to sword ! 

Have we not alike together 

Prized the songs our Poets sung 
Since the golden day when Genius 

First drew music from our tongue ? 
Godlike Shakspere— Seerlike Milton — 

All now cry with one accord. 
Young America — Old England — 

Hand-in-hand, not sword to sword ! 

Has not Art shed equal splendours 

On the treasures each possest 
Jn the homely hues of Hogarth — 

In the sacred dyes of West: 
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And not less on Power than Flaxman 
PMdian inspiration poured ? 

Young America — Old England — 
Hand-in-hand, not sword to sword ! 

We have loved the same old legends 

Throwing charms around our lot, 
Thro' each tale of gentle Irving, 

Each romance of gorgeous Scott. 
And shall war pollute the cloudland — 

Battle dint the fairy sward ? 
Young America — Old England — 

Hand-in-hand, not sword to sword ! 

Then shall Saxon bonds be sundered 

By the sordid lust of gain ? 
Shall the realms of peace be ravaged 

By the Eulers of the Main 
For the greed of gold or glory ? 

No — forbid it, God the Lord ! 
Young America — Old England — 

Hand-in-hand, not sword to sword ! 
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AMELIA. 



A BELOVED MEMORY. 



The grief for Death may seem to die, 
But, Oil ! that grief is never dead ; 
And tears may flood my heart with woe. 
Though tears be never shed. 

And gladness in the light of day, 
And smiles upon my lip may wreath, 
Though smiles and gladness only hide 
An aching heart beneath. 

The sorrow for the lost and loved, 
The agony, the sigh, the groan, 
Are cherished in the gloom of night, 
And heard by God alone. 

And thus throughout the silent hours. 
When other eyes are closed in sleep, 
Thoughts of thy gentleness revive, 
And soothe me while I weep. 



62 AMELIA. 

Again I seem to see thee lie 
Upon that bed of pain and strife — 
For those who loved thee, fraught with death , 
For thee, with life of life ! 

Again thy thrilling voice resounds, 
It calls me by my boyhood's name, 
It chides me as the hot drops fall 
Upon thy wasted frame. 

Again my passive hand is clasped, 
Is fondly clasped in hoth of thine ; 
And, Oh ! I feel the pressure still, — 
It bids me not repine. 

Again my arms are round thee flung, 
Again I kiss thy pale, cold cheek. 
And watch on thy sweet face the smile, 
So beautiful and meek — 

The smile of innocence and joy, 
The smile of bright, seraphic rest, 
Which hallowed, like a saint, the form 
That died upon my breast. 

It gleams upon my memory still, 
It wafts me back to j'ears of old. 
It glimmers on the darkened Past, 
Like moonbeams on the wold. 
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And e'ver at the potent spell, 
The charms of buried childhood come, 
Eecalling from the dust of years 
The visions of my home. 

Once more the features I revered. 
Once more the beings T adored, 
Arise before my 'raptured sight, 
By misery restored. 

Again, again thy gentle looks. 
Thy tones, thy laughter, and thy love, 
Like rays of glory from a star. 
Beam on me from above. 

The page thou hast so often read. 
While glows of exquisite delight. 
Have mantled on thy virgin face 
In blooms of vermeil light. 

Thy sorrow for fictitious woe, 
Thy sympathy for true distress, 
Thy tears of charity divine — 

The tears that God will bless — 

Thy noble and unselfish mind, 
Thy spotless and celestial youth, 
Resembling in angelic dreams 
The radiant grace of Euth. 
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Such recollections stream along 
The channels worn by floods of grief, 
And, Oh ! they pour upon my soul 
A sad and lorn relief. 

They bring me back to peaceful scenes. 
To scenes and things to you so dear. 
And at the potent touch of truth. 
What buried thoughts appear ! 

Thoughts of thy bright, poetic taste. 
Thy seer-like, child-like love of books — 
A love that shone within thine eyes, 
And lived within thy looks. 

And most of all, thy earnest joy, 
Thy full and genuine delight, 
Whene'er young Adonais' verse 
Would fall beneath thy sight. 

O dead and gone ! dead and lost ! 
For ever, ever more to me. 
The thoughts, emotions, pleasures, hopes, - 
All that I loved in thee ! 

The blooming joys of childhood now. 
Like apples on the Dead Sea shore, 
Are gold and ruddy on the rind. 
And ashes at the core. 



AMELIA. 

My eyes would rain but tears of blood, 
My heart would burst with woe untold, 
But that I know that thou art young, 
While I am growing old : 

That thou art young, and bright, and fair. 
Beyond the loveliness of earth, 
And that the hour which sealed thy death 
Eevealed thy real birth. 

And that thy dear beloved brow 
Is hound with everlasting palm. 
While God's supernal glory garbs 
The Virgin of the Lamb. 
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YESTEEDAY AND TO-MOEEOW. 

But Yesterday — Ah, me ! it seems no more — ' 

Life came to me with laughter in her eyes, 
Came deftly dancing where lay strewn before 
Sweet flowers of varied dyes. 

She flung the radiance of her magic smiles 

On all around — on humblest grain and leaf; 
Drew pleasure even from pain with wanton wiles, 
A joy from every grief. 

Earth seemed a playground, every Home a game. 

All Time one holiday, where, turn by turn. 
Athletic Sport and sunburnt Leisure came 
Alternate skill to learn : 

The art of action, and the gift of dreams — 

Eeality serene of giant mould : 
Eomance in radiant mail, crowned as beseems 
With nodding plumes and gold. 
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As tliougli 'twere Prospero's isle, the air seemed full 
Of delicate sounds — Ah ! daintiest tones to hear — 
The Fairy Legends, that with elfin rule 
Bade tinselled fays appear. 

When from the spider's thread wee antics swung, 

Or in pale rings upon the moonlit sward 
Danced to melodious chime from bluebells rung 
By Oberon's twinkling sword. 



To-day — poor handful of Time's golden sand : 

The more we grasp it, glides the gold away ! 
Spent billow bursting on the eternal strand. 
And vanishing in spray ! 



To-morrow — word in which the grave lies hid : 

Dread, doleful, calm, and death-like term of woe ! 
Sound as of mould upon the coffin lid — 
Dropped o'er the claj' below. 

Echo from lips, when I shall hear no more 

Each dear home-love that trembled on a breath : 
Powerless to pierce — so potent oft of yore ! — 
" The dull cold ear of Death." 

Sweet sunbeams sleeping on the daisied grass, 
Soft zephyrs toying with the seeded bloom — 
To-morrow's disc, as in a magic glass. 
Shows through its mystic gloom. 
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Beneathi the turf, fresh air and sunlit flowers — 

Ah, well I know my mouldering form shall be ! 
To-morrow, brimming o'er with radiant hours, 
My sight may never see ! 

But Yesterday, what now is was not then — 

This sense of joy and grief, of hope and fear : 
To-day — an instant! — brings To-morrow, when 
Earth rounds but to a tear. 
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SALOME. 

AS SEEN IN story's STUDIO, AT ROME. 
(10th DECEMBER, 1869.) 

Artist in words and marble, thou Last caught 
A vision of voluptuous night, and thrown 

A glory on the revelation, wrought 

In plastic clay, eftsoons marmorean stone. 

No Sybil, now, with awful gaze of doom. 

O'er clenched hand her brooding visage bends ; 

No Cleopatra, yearning for the tomb, 

T.ures death, that every ill of life befriends. 

A shape of sensuous beauty I behold ; 

Fair features rounded with the grace of youth ; 
A thought for Phidian ivory and gold 

To body forth as seen, substantial truth. 

A girlish form luxuriously endowed 

With charms that erst but ripened years could bring, 
As though the mellowing flush autumnal bowed 

With luscious fruit the budding sprays of spring. 
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The radiant, breathing, palpitating glow, 
Born from alternate action and repose, 

That seems thro' all her lovely limbs to flow 
The sentience as of life around her throws. 

The psaltery and the timbrel yet resound 

The vibrant, sinuous, rhythmic measure danced, 

As though her roseate feet th' enamoured ground 
With devious involutions still entranced. 

The perfumed air, cool circling bj"-, yet thrills 
With movements scarce subsiding into rest ; 

Their signs — that breath her delicate nostril fills. 
That panting lip, that heaving, dainty breast ! 

Unseen, the wine-flushed Tetrarch plain I hear. 
Amid the babbling fountains and the chime 

Of golden salvers clashing, cry full clear 

That he will grant thy wish, howe'er sublime. 

Herodias, thy frail mother, near the board 
Where Herod feasts 'mid his carousing peers, 

Noting the oath of her incestuous lord, 
Instills the deadliest poison in thine ears. 

She bids thee, for the trophy of thy shame, 
As guerdon won by thy lascivious wiles. 

Ask what to breathe should bring the burning flame 
Of blushes to thy cheek of dimpling smiles. 
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Bids thee demand from the detested king 
The ghastly climax of his crimes abhorred, 

That they to thee the bleeding head should bring 
Of John the Human Angel of the Lord. 

That on a charger, yea, a dish of gold, 

There should be brought to thee that awful prize ; 
Those holy lips for ever dumb and cold, 

A.nd quenched the glory of those sacred eyes. 

O Fiend or Woman, robed with witcheries rare, 
Though half unveiled those blithe, symmetric charms. 

What horror, yet what rapture fills the air 

That swathes such heavenly grace with hell's alarms ! 

The wand of Art, as with omniiic power, 
With incantations and with beck of doom, 

Eecalls in thee of mortal forms the flower 
From dust and ashes of a vanished tomb. 
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MAEIANNE. 

A LITTLE EOSEBUD DAUGHTER. 

Sweet, when on my bosom leaning — 
Trembling out the twilight star — 
Tliro' thine eyes to trace the meaning 
Of those holy lights afar, 
Lights of heaven 
To earth given — 
EoUing, each, a God-ward car 1 

Sweeter, when upon my coming 

Eadiant gleam thy baby-wiles — 
Eoyal trumpeting and drumming, 
But mean welcome to thy smiles — 
Joy so simple 
In each dimple 
That thy father's heart beguiles ! 
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Sweetest, when eve round us creeping, 

While Dreams lift thy Soul above. 
On thy mother's breast thou 'rt sleeping, 
Cradled in those arms of love — 
Arms resembling 
Nest-boughs, trembling 
When the night-wind lulls the dove. 

Eare as pearl-gleam to the diver — 
Buddings in thy vermeil mouth : 
Rarer than to honey-hiver 

Dew-bells dripping sugary drouth — 
Thy gay laughter 
Rarest after 
Eompings in the sunny South ! 

Dear, when first thy sweet eyes pondering 

Gazed and gazed in wondering awe. 
Hither, thither, lightly wandering 
To whate'er those sweet eyes saw : 
Baby-histories," 
Endless mysteries 
In the wavering of a straw ! 

Dearer for thy lisping rattle. 

Bubbling, babbling like a bird : 
Dearest when thine infant prattle 
Drops some scarce articulate word — 
Clipping often 
Names that soften 
Into quaintest sounds e'er heard ! 
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Fair, thy little dimpling fingers 

Dallj'ing with thy bauble-toys — 
Tiny hands, to us the bringers 
Of such wondrous worlds of joys ; 
Fair thy flustered 
Tresses, clustered 
'Eound calm brows no care alloys. 

Fairer thy pure mind, expanding 

As the water-rings enlarge : 
Fairest thy white soul, no branding 
Blot upon t from marge to marge — 
Soul with vision 
Half Ely sian— 
Fresh come from her Maker's charge. 

Sweetest, rarest, dearest, fairest, 
Blight-eyed little maiden elf ! 
What, Ah ! what with thee comparest, 
What beyond thy fairy self? 
Pleasure, treasure. 
More in measure 
Than to worldling power or pelf: 

What, Ah ! what with thee comparest — 

Toddling where the blowball ran — 
Sweetest, rarest, dearest, fairest ! — 
Laughing where the blowball ran — 
Bless thy merry 
Cheek of cherry — 
my little Marianne ! 
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THE HAWTHOEN. 

AN IDYLL. 

Thrice loved, thrice lovely, and all reverent — 

Midway upon the wooded hill it blooms 

And withers in due season ; when the sap 

Moods upwards to the vernal tips, or ebbs 

In earth-warmed roots to winter. Its green home 

A sylvan and sequestered glade that'skirts 

The filbert-tasselled coppice, looking down, 

O'er verdurous hedge and meadow, to the rill 

That bubbles in the valley. Not a sound 

Of human life disturbs the tranquil scene 

Where, like a chart, the landscape spreads beneath. 

Its rim the blue horizon. Here, alone, 

Hawthorn ! on the turf below thy boughs 

1 spread my weary limbs, and muse awhile 
On dreams of wayward days in happy youth : 
I muse, and sad, responding breezes stir 
Thy prickly branches, humming like a lyre : 
I muse, and fain would fancy that thy bole — 
Though rugged with the gnarls of age — can feel 
Thro' all its fibrous being ; that each germ 
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yiay pulse its greener juices, as the blood 
fVhen hearts throb loudest. For all life reveals 
Electric bonds of sympathy that bind 
The Godhead to His creatures. So mayest thou, 
Dear sharer in delights of boyhood, be 
Partaker in its mem'ries. Do not still 
rhy shadows fall upon me as of old, 
A.nd glory-beams slant thro' thy gloom of leaves 
[n chequered lights along the twinkling sward ? 
And are not still rough seams of bark, and all 
The lines that thrid thy twisted maze of twigs, 
Familiar as this Labyrinth of Fate 
About my palm like wrinkles interlaced? 
Here coiling larvss still in air depend 
By silken gossamer from thorny boughs ; 
Here, booming oft from covert of the May, 
The chafer wheels abroad on crisped vans — 
Shells of brown gloss and silver-tissue wings : 
Still as of yore, upon the swarth below 
The tremulous canopy thine umbrage weaves. 
Frail, delicate bluebells, pendulous around 
Lush stalks, ring dumbly, as the zephyr's sigh 
Half strips the blow-ball from the leathern core 
Of seed-time dandelions. Calmly basks 
In golden sunshine the green gleaming sward 
Beyond the margin of the thorn-tree's shade. 
This darling Hawthorn, dear, familiar haunt 
Of joys long vanished. 

Here one sultry noon — 
It seems but yesterday, though years since then 
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Have rolled their magic circles 'round my life — 
Here, stretched upon the shadowed greensward, I, 
Not bronzed with forty summers then, nor grey 
With forty winters, here lay down and dreamed — 
'Twas in this very spot, beside this root, 
Among the meadow-sweet and feathered fern, 
The cuckoo-buds, and crowfoot ; tired with sport. 
An urchin with gold ringlets, here I slept. 
And, dreaming — home from school — of cricket, saw 
The low " bye " whistling o'er the level grass ; 
Heard ringing shrill across the windy bounds 
The call of merry comrades : when — a touch 
From warm and rosy lips upon my brow 
Awoke me with a kiss ! Sweet cousin Blanche, 
Sweet baby Blanche, a prattling blue-eyed fay, 
Turned three, and toddling in red creaking shoes 
Among the daisies down the pastoral sweep ! 
Strayed hither was she from her nurse the while 
Coquetting near the filbert-hedge, unseen 
By all save Eobin, leaning on his gun — 
Dark-whiskered Eob, the keeper of our chase. 
Here, tottering thus across the mead, in white, 
Her straw hat by one string trailed at her heels, 
Soft crooning to herself a nursery song. 
She came, and, stooping, 'woke me with a kiss ! 
Around me then in childhood, with that fay, 
Of infancy beside me, trembling fell 
The Hawthorn's shadows, shadows falling still 
Around my lonely manhood, shadows oft 
At intervals in intervening years 
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Streamed on my Blanche and me, here loitering on 

rhro' sunny years together. Blanche, my Blanche, 

rhro' all their wavering maze of green-and-gold, 

dhild-playmate— sister-student — lover — wife! 

STow tossing cowslip balls among the buds 

Just creaming into blossom on the spray : 

Now leaning, cheek by cheek, o'er some loved page. 

When autumn shed crisp leaves abroad 

A.nd dyed the crude haws scarlet. So she grew 

From girlhood, a fair slip, to maiden grace. 

So wooed I, here, by moonlight, at our trysts. 

By starlight and by sunlight wooed and won — 

Won till Love crowned her my Life's Queen one morn. 

Crowned with a nuptial garland of thy May, 

Old Hawthorn ! flowering then all fragrance : won 

Till — the day ! — ere yet that year was dead, 

The red leaves tinkled o'er the path where she, 

My darling, was borne forth, still clothed in white. 

Still crowned with fairest blossoms, in her hand 

A stainless lily, emblem of herself — 

Not now the warm-lipped wee thing, but far more 

Thus waxen cold, my Angel of the May ! 
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TEAES AND GLOKY. 
(1857.) 

MEMORIAL SAPPHICS. 

Teaks for the fallen ! Glory for tlie victors ! — 
Eapturous paeans ringing thro' her dirges, 
England fresh garlands strows of interwoven 
Cypress and laurel. 

Garlands of honour won and worn by heroes 
Brave as the bravest poet ever fancied, 
Grand as the bards of eld e'er sang to harpstrings 
Trembling with passion. 

Tokens of tender pity and remembrance 
Scattered, with drops of reverent affection. 
Over yon grimly dens of buried slaughter — 
Delhi and Cawnpore. 

Scenes of despair and unutterable anguish. 
Haunts where the Hindoo, glutting his abhorrence. 
Dragged thro' the filth and scorn of foul dishonour 
Innocent maidens : 
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Delicate matrons, gentle wives and mothers, 
Tended from birth with exquisite devotion, 
Guarded by love as sacred for their weakness — 
Outraged — derided. 

Mourn for yon Dead.^ — the calm, the grand, the 

dauntless : 
Martyrs to duty who sublimely perished. 
Died by the thunder-blasts their brands had lighted — 
Willoughby, SouUy ! 

Weep for the noble Heart that fell in harness. 
Fell with his glaive yet dripping red with vengeance ; 
Fell with his manly eyes yet dim with pity — 
Neill, the Avenger ! 

Mural the crown of purest gold awarded — 
Eadiant with triumph — for thy helm' untarnished, 
Dinted and starred with lightning-bolts of battle, 
Wilson, the Victor ! 

Long shall the records of One fiery Exploit 
And of Inaction grandly self-forgetting 
'Blazon, for aye, as types of knightly valour — 
Greathed and Outram ! 

Vilest and loathliest Chief of the Assassins ; 
Dreadliest name of infamy and horror ! 
Whose but thy miscreant title Nana Sahib ? 
Monster of Bithoor ! 
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Brightest and bravest 'mid the throng of heroes : 
Twined with our heartstrings like some home affec- 
tion : 
Ruthless, resistless — as the flamy lightning 
Cleaving the storm-cloud : 

Leading his phalanx of veterans right onward, 
Straight thro' the raging tempest of rebellion, 
rinttering his banner, bullet-tattered, blood-stained. 
Desperate — dauntless ! 

Who but the Saviour of the sore beleagured. 
Saviour and Champion of imperilled Lucknow ? 
Whose but the genius — keen and bold — inspiring 
Havelock's Death-March ? 

Tears, then, and Glory blending, as the deluge 
Bolls back from Bengal, leaving calm reconquered — 
Hope, with celestial sheen of dew and sunbeam, 
Shines like a rainbow ! 
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PHILIPPO: THE DEEAM-HAUNTED. 

Dull glooms the storm o'er Gascony, -while I 

Saunter dejected in the sunshine here, 

Here, 'mid sweet Languedoc's redundant green — 

A child of sorrow in the lap of ease ! 

Yonder, where ghastly lightnings quiver thro' 

The steel-grey torrents of descending rain. 

Some heart, awake to love and gratitude, 

Throbs to another, or perchance with smiles 

Of sympathy, like beams that fructify 

The earth to harvest, quickens hope to joy. 

Yet here, surrounded by delights, I stand — 

A soul unsought, unloved, and all alone. 

Sleep, sleep hath ravished from my life's warm core 

The nerves that thrilled to ecstasy. One dream 

Hath drowned my senses in precocious woe, 

And darkened all my yearnings with despair. 

A dream it was ; and yet, alas ! no dream : 

No dream that holy and angelic form ; 
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No dream those solemn yet bewitching eyes ; 

No dream that grand, incarnate loveliness 

That 'rapt my spirit to the brink of heaven, 

To start from slumbers on the earth, forlorn ! 

They say that I am mad, that I am crazed 

With vain imaginations — I, who still 

Drink from God's chalice the celestial truths 

Eeligion yields to nurture minds that grieve. 

Peace, my sad breast! Thy groans must soon be 

hushed 
In the dread silence of assuaging death ; 
Soon shall the tearful lustre of my gaze 
Be quenched in shadows. 0, my God, that they 
Were 'round me now, those shadows of the grave, 
Muffling my anguish in the garb of doom ! 
Once I was happy ; once my pulses ran 
With gladness all unutterable. So 
My expectations from the germs of youth 
Blossomed like weeds that wither in the bud. 
Then from night's solace I arose, and drained 
The healthful coolness Nature breathes at morn. 
While my light step along th' elastic sod 
Moved with elated pressure ; when the dew 
In sparkles glittered on the spider's web. 
The fairy cordage of its network strung 
From thorn to bramble like most delicate lace. 
Powdered with diamonds ; when the skyward lark 
Shrilled thro' the vapours, faint and fuinter, till 
Its canticles of love were heard alone 
By the Invisible ; while tears of dawn 
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Hung pendant on the pendant cherries, each 
A ruby with a twinkling crystal drop ! 
Never again shall calm Aurora thus 
Inebriate my being with delight ; 
Never again, at dusk of eve, shall I 
Dance with gay maidens on the orchard turf, 
While the dark medlar ripely falls amid 
The mazes of the stately minuet ; 
Nor yet, alas ! once more may I purloin 
Boons from the purple autumn of Provence, 
As in that bygone moment, when I bore 
To Rosalie the token of our tryst — 
Couched on green leaves, a ruddy nectarine 
With oozing juice congealed in golden gum 
O'er the rough cicatrice of its smooth rind. 
Laughter then musically from my lips 
Issued alone, and not despondent sighs. 
For I was innocent of care, and all 
My phantasies were realised on earth. 
But, at the last, one midnight, when disposed 
In drowsy visions on my couch, there crept 
Down in a dream the presage of despair, 
The harbinger of lamentations, fraught 
With sorrows deadlier and more dire than sin. 
It came, it smiled, it spoke, that mystic shade, 
Life of my life and heart of my own heart. 
Dim shadow of my soul which yearned for her 
As pale Narcissus pined for his own form. 
" Arise ! " she cried, " and love me, Philippo, 
" God of my Passions ! for I love but thee ! " 
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Eavished with rapture, all her shape I scanned — 
Her limbs symmetric, and her features fair, 
The violet glory of her lambent orbs, 
Whose glances thrilled my palpitating veins 
With a full sentience of adoring throbs. 
Smooth by her brow's resplendent whiteness streamed 
The dun disorder of her silken looks. 
Brown as the husk of the ripe chesnut when 
The glinting daybeams kiss the pod that sheds 
Its produce on the greensward. Coil on coil 
Those ringlets half concealed the ivory gleam 
Of her smooth shoulder, and but partly veiled 
Her virgin bosom, budding thro' the woof- 
Lilies and pinks with dying leaves dispread ! 
E'en when her voiceless presence, like a star, 
Emerged from depths of silentness, I bent 
In homage to her perfect grace ; but when 
The gentle murmur of her phantom love 
Stole in most tender music on my brain. 
Then, then I swooned awake — and she was gone ! 
Gone ! And my body, like a living corpse, 
Bewailed as o'er the death of its own soul 
In hopeless desolation. Since that hour 
The zest of youth has faded from my mind ; 
Its bloom has withered from my cheek ; its smile. 
When the clear impress of the future fled. 
Vanished as childhood's tiny print of feet 
From the crisp moss, or breathings from the disc 
Of a cold mirror. I was left to weep 
In solitude of sentiment alone. 
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But I forget : — they whisper, when I sigh, 

That futile thoughts have strained some silver chord 

'Mid the soft concord of my intellect. 

Merging my heart's fond melodies, for aye, 

In jangling dissonance. How can I breathe, 

And hear my sacred sorrow thus reviled ? 

How can I linger in these precincts, thronged 

With childhood's recollections, and not die ? — 

Die for the death of this delicious dream. 

And melt into oblivion. Yet I come. 

Visibly soaring to the realms of God, — 

Celestial virgin, sanctified in song, 

I come to mingle every wish with thine ! 

Each time, each season but revives anew 

My sense of loneliness, while thy dear voice, 

With inarticulate sweetness sighs again — 

" Philippe, love me, for I love but thee ! " 

In vernal days it calls " Philippe," when 

From budding mould the purple crocus breaks ; 

When thro' the amber mist of summer noon 

The damask bosses of the rose-bush gleam ; 

When lavish autumn squanders grain like dust. 

And spurts from swollen berries of the vine 

The red effusions of the mellow year ; 

When winter spreads its spotless pall of snow 

O'er the decay of fruitfulness and bloom ; 

In peace or trouble, 'lone or 'mid the crowd. 

It thrills through all, that subtle vein of sound — 

" Philippe ! " calls, " Philippe ! " like a cry 

Piercing the silence of a dumb distress. 
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So, 'midst all phases of Creation, I 

List to imaginary words of bliss, 

Drinking their slow, seductive poison down 

With credence nnconditional. So fails 

The vigour of my visionary days, 

That all my strength, emaciate, droops away. 

My eyes grown dim with weeping, and my brow 

With woe's deep corrugations seared and blurred. 

Then let them jeer, for I shall clasp thee soon, 

Not in the flesh corruptibly disguised. 

But in the skies, transfigured like a Queen — 

Queen not alone of stellar diadem. 

But of a life pulsating with thine own 

Immortally. thou beatified 

By perfect love, presaging endless joy. 

My spirit, fainting on the brink of doom. 

Yearns to rejoin thee in the light of heaven ! 
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(1858.) 

ADDRESSED TO THE AUTHOR OF " THE STORY OF RIMINI." 

Hail ! Greyteard stripling — young thro' seventy years, 

Lord of our laughter, master of our tears ; 

One of those " old familiar faces " all 

With pleasure from the radiant past recall : 

Friend and Companion of the poet throng 

That, save thee only, to that past belong. 

Chief of a school so long contemned and scorned, 

E'en though by Adonais' life adorned. 

Bard of the realms of Cockaigne, dubbed in jest — 

With what a grace, when taken to thy breast. 

The brand of ridicule became the meed, 

The badge and symbol of thy rhythmic creed ! 

An oaten pipe, the sceptre of thy sway. 

Put to thy lips, lent music to thy lay ; 

From Dante's verse again in thine I see, 

Revived the tender loves of Eimini. 
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Again the pale Magician of tte Bow 

Bids rapture from our trembling heartstrings flow — 

Flow to the echo of the thrilling chords 

Struck from the living lyre of thy words. 

Again with dancing curls and laughing eye 

The sweet boy-elf of years and years gone by, 

Perched on thy shoulder, claps his tiny hands, 

Or clasps ^hy forehead with their loving bands. 

Seasons have burgeoned, blossomed, teemed with fruits, 

Acorns reared high their boles, struck deep their roots. 

Babes turned to matrons, youth to hoary age, 

Since thy first reader's soul hung o'er thy page ; 

Yet still thy blooms cling freshly to their stalks. 

Still the bit wrangles as thy palfry walks. 

Still stirs the love-tale 'neath thy lovers' touch, 

Till leaves are left for looks that tell too much. 

Tell the dear secret hearts but once disclose — 

Theirs, than Pandora's box more fraught with woes. 

It was with thee, the vernal dawn of life. 
When wayside themes with blooming fancies rife 
Skirt the dull highroad, ev'n as hedgerows hung 
With May's sweet blossoms — ^May, thy voice hath sung. 
Sung as the fabled Nightingale the Eose, 
When the bird warbles and the floweret glows. 
Oft' then thy brimming smiles and jocund tears 
Held quaint communion with long dead compeers : 
The bright-eyed Elia with his tortuous quips 
Where wit's bee-wisdom sweet from bitter sips ; 
And studious Southey lapped in antique lore. 
Who breathed new life beneath the ribs of yore ; 
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And ardent Shelley with his seraph look, 

The Heaven his picture and the Earth his book ; 

And Coleridge dreaming dreams, when young— when 

old- 
Dreams of Arcadia and the Age of Gold, 
Visions that first green Susquehannah yields, 
Visions at last but of Elysian Fields. 
These and their kindred forms may never more 
Pass and repass thy genial glance before. 
Never again upon thine ear shall fall 
One well-known voice, then loved beyond them all. 
The voice that thro' the rustling leaves at morn, 
Chimed 'mid the Tuscan garden oft' was borne. 
When from his casement-sill Childe Harold there — 
" Leontius !" called thee from thy student lair : 
And when with pencilled book and scribbled leaf, 
Each to the other breathed his joy and grief; 
Rang the new-minted couplet from the page, 
Making sweet music in the hermitage. 

Yet none in thee, Veteran ! mark the mien 
Of one superfluous lagging on the scene : 
Dear to the youngest of this later throng 
Alike thy silver locks, thy golden song. 
Quenched though the lambent friendships of thj^ 

youth. 
On humbler altars burns the fire of truth. 
By hearths where oft' thy iinseen footsteps roam, 
Familiar as the Lares of our home. 
Welcome as buds in April, dew at dawn, 
From rind of years, from night of sorrows drawn, 
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The vernal fancies, sparkling, affluent, green, 
Here in thine opening leaves of verse yet seen ; 
Here in thy drama's grace, thy lyric's hue, 
The buds thy fancies, and our tears the dew. 

Apollo's Feast, though years ago thou'st sung. 
Still at the hoard thou sitt'st in heart yet young. 
Joy smooth thy wrinkles with his dimpling smile. 
Peace brim thy frugal cup with health the while. 
Time count with rhythmic pulse thy latest hours. 
And hide his snow beneath a crown of flowers ! 
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GOETHE'S STATUE AT MUNIOH. 
(22nd November. 1869.) 

A GLORIOUS effigy in gilten bronze, 
Colossal and majestic as the fame 

Of him whose grand and godlike image dons 
A singing robe like seraph's garb of flame. 

Within one careless hand a golden lyre, 

A golden bay-wreath 'round his royal brow, 

Its clustered leaves each like a tongue of fire 
Steeping 'rapt features in a golden glow. 

Hail, Sovereign Genius of thy Fatherland ! 

Hail, Poet, Dreamer, Artist, Oritic, Seer ! 
Around thy feet, like refluent waves on strand. 

The creatures of thy brain now reappear. 

That type of all that student vigils hold, 
That philosophic symbol of earth's lore, 

"Whose alchemy in intellectual gold 
Makes all creation his auriferous ore — ■ 
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Young Wilhelm Meister, diver after pearls 

In the vast ocean of unfathomed truth, 
Whence, lo ! that paragon of peerless girls, 

Mignon, emerges, bright with fadeless youth. 

Seen thro' the sulphurous smoke of Werther's crime — 
A glimpse of heaven thro' reekings from th' abyss — 

Heard thro' th' explosion of his shot, the chime 
Of prattling children struggling for her kiss^ 

Sweet incarnation of domestic love, 

Fair Charlotte, radiant in her matron grace, 

Blooms like some frail, angelic flower above 
Volcanic brink, hell's breath can nought deface. 

Here, quaffing to its dregs the draught of life. 
Throned on a rock the boiling surge above. 

The King of Thule hurls to ocean's strife 
The jewelled goblet — golden pledge of love. 

Here, ghostlike flitting thro' night's eerie gloom, 
A voiceless whisper, shadow of a shade, 

The Erl-king, dreadliest ghoul from ravening tomb. 
Lures from th' affrighted child its soul betrayed. 

Yonder, entranced, the Fisher, from the pool. 
Sees as in dreams the Water Nymph arise, 

Sinks far below the limpid wavelets cool, 
And in the numb of her embracing dies. 
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Yonder, enamoured by decoying wiles 

Mesiied like a network coiled her heart around, 

She whom the Merman masters with weird smiles, 
Danced from dear home to drown in depths profound, 

Lo ! where from graves, in grisly rout revealed, 
Skeleton revellers in a mouldering throng 

Clank — till the owner of one shroud concealed 

Crash from the tower he climbs at midnight's gong. 

See where, on curtained couch in chamber warm, 
The Bride of Corinth with soul-drowsing breath, 

Lethean doom thro' love's impassioned storm 
Brings to her lover in her clasp of death. 

, Here, veiled by moonlit pear-tree on the hill, 

'Mid silvering shadows and dream-haunted light, 
Brave Herman and sweet Dorothea thrill 

With hopeful visions born from hallowed night. 

Here, thro' the choral song, the organ peals, 
The demon whisper, his own bosom's throb. 

To dreaming Faust's enraptured senses steals 
The revelation of lier heart- wrung sob — 

The stifled sigh of tender Margaret, 
"Whose broken bread of life had love for leaven, 

Whose very frailty towards redemption set 

Till God's love 'rapt her pardoned soul to heaven. 
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Such golden fancies from that teeming mind, 
All unsubstantial as the realm of dreams, 

Impalpable and viewless as the wind. 
Intangible as motes in solar beams, 

In circling eddies 'round the Statue's feet 

Like radiant crowdsof bright immortals shine. 

Filling my sight, here in the common street, 
As with the poet's vision all divine. 
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One sunny day on Latmos, when the bees 
Swung booming 'round the blossoms on the trees, 
Toying the petals with their wings of gold, 
In search of sweets that tender buds enfold ; 
The green light glimmering thro' a wood revealed 
Each insect pinion from the sky concealed. 
That noonday twilight of the verdure thrown 
O'er gnarled trunk and weed-entramelled stone. 
There silence reigned supreme, save when the trill 
Of hidden linnet 'mid the boughs would thiill. 
Or when with rippling gush the zephyrs stirred 
The rustling umbrage 'round the latent bird. 
But suddenly, while forth melodious rolled 

The noise of silver laugh and golden song, 
The earthworm slid within the crumbling mould, 

The butterfly forsook the flowery throng. 
As thro' the twinkling branches rushed to view 

A bright Bacchante with flushed features beaming, 
And eyes where beauty swam in liquid blue. 

And nutbrown tresses o'er white shoulders streaming. 
And after her, with step of timid joy, 

A stripling issued from the trailing leaves, 
His breath all rapture though his glances coy, 

Spoke of the fear that men of pride bereaves. 
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'Round in the dance the virgin blithely trod, 
Her raiment waving with defiant grace, 

Her dainty sandals dinting the green sod 

That smiled thereat as dimpled her smooth face : 

While thus her lover in resounding rhyme 

Sang of his passion to her cymbal's chime. 

With blooms entwine 

Thy brows divine, 
The yellow rose and the eglantine ; 

Their hues combine 

With the purple shine 
Of the damson bud and the red woodbine. 

My love is thine : 

Let thine be mine — 
Eosy-footed Angeline ! 

Pour the amber wine 

Of the muscadine 
From the ebon flask of ornate design ; 

While the Dryads dine, '' 

'Neath the branching vine, 
On bunches black as the raven's crine. 

My love is thine : 

Let thine be mine — 
Lily-handed Angeline ! 

With smiles resign 
To this heart of mine 
The lavish love that abounds in thine ; 
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As the dusky pine 
From its twig-tops fine 
Sheddeth its cones down the blue ravine. 
My love is thine : 
Let thine be mine^ 
Eosy-blushing Angeline ! 

While the Muses nine, 

And the Graces trine 
Warble 'round Venus their hymns divine, 

In my arms recline. 

As in shell supine 
She was borne o'er the gloss of the foaming brine. 

My love is thine : 

Let thine be mine — • 
Lily-bosomed Angeline ! 

Hushed was the voice, while breathless noon suffused 

The purpling landscape with a hazy film — 

The mist that steamed like incense from its lap. 

Crisp 'neath the sunbeams curled the verdant larch, 

Its sleek rind splitting in the heat with sound 

Of kisses in the thicket. From the grove 

No stir of dancing Bacchanal was heard, 

No lip-bom melody awoke the lull 

Of summer warmth on Latmos : but a sense 

Of throbbing love was there, and ecstasy 

Lapped in the silentness, and drowsy rills 

Purling their velvet waters thro' the moss, 

And babbling down delighted to the sea. 
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As a gorgeous vision to a slumber, 
Are tte sounds of music to the soul, 

When each throbbing note's poetic number 
Inward thro' the ravished sense doth roll. 

Dreams of more than Oriental splendour, 
Issue from the crush of coiled Tromp, 

When its brazen throat's vibrations render 
Audible the velvet tread of pomp. 

Vistas of interminable glory 

Open with the din of rattling Drum, 

Memories of earth's heroic story. 
Visibly from gongs of battle come ! 

Sylvan haunts of exquisite seclusion 
Glimmer in the warbling of the Flute : 

Shady dells of verdurous delusion, 

Eich with fragrant blooms and mellow fruit. 

Ecstasies of most divine emotion 
Tremble in the Viol's tiny strings. 

Like angelic thoughts of pure devotion 
Soaring to the heaven on seraph wings. 
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When the silver Bugle's shrill resounding, 
Or the woodland's stag-alarming Horn, 

Wake the covert echoes oft' rebounding ! 
Blows the cooling breeze of ruddy morn ! 

Gliding blithely round in dances nimble, 
Hordes of frolic Bacchanals appear, 

When the ringing clash of golden Cymbal 
With metallic coaoord greets the ear. 

Shadows of all lovely shapes assemble 

'Eound the twangling Harp's redundant wires. 

Phantoms such as houri-forms resemble, 
Kindling in the heart celestial fires. 

Meadows gemmed with cowslip-bells in clusters. 
Glitter 'ncath the trill of Shepherd-Pipe, 

Glades where on the grass the dewy lustres 
Twinkle from the acorns, dropping ripe. 

Of all dead Affection's fond caresses. 

Speaks the plaintive Lyre in trickling tones. 

Tones that azure eyes and ebon tresses 
Summon back to earth from mouldering bones. 

Long remembered Christmas game and revel 
Gurgle in the breath of the Bassoon, 

When the striplings sought, what curls dishevel. 
Kisses 'neath the mistletoe's green boon. 
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Circling 'round the Maypole of a village 

At the dinning Fife's exultant call, 
Bound the jocund peasant bands that pillage 

Blossoms from the woodbine-trellised wall. 

Lo ! corruption's dire abodes unclosing 
At the dismal Serpent's loud complaint, 

Ever to the mind of man disclosing 
Horrors that no mortal hand can paint. 

Verdant lawns enamelled o'er with flowers 
Smile beneath the Hautboy's dulcet voice. 

Gardens where the joy-abounding Hours 
Under blooming orange-boughs rejoice. 

Peals like muflfled thunder in the valleys 
From the Ophecleide in gushes roll, 

"When o'er groaning oak the storm-blast rallies 
Flickering bolts electric 'round the bole. 

Eipening mists o'er Autumn's twilight beauty. 

At the softly bleating Clarionet, 
Seem again to clothe that season fruity — 

Red as though its sun would never set. 

In the droning Bagpipe's shrilly treble 
Hark ! the wail of death and gory feud, 

Blended with the clatter of the pebble 

Draggled by the rill that threads the wood. 
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Spectral depths of dens sepulchral yawning 
At the sullen clang of the Trombone. 

Mutter of the dead on whom are dawning 
Daybeams from the Godhead's awful throne. 

Last, the reedy Organ's solemn roaring, 
Echoed thro' cathedral cloisters dim, 

Palpitates as though man's heart adoring 
Syllabled earth's rapture in a hymn. 

Sentiments of variable pleasure 

Thus from instrumental tones emerge, 

Melodies evoked in equal measure 

From the cradle-song, the coffin-dirge. 

Calling forth the ghosts of buried sorrow 
From the tombs of the remembering brain. 

Music from the soul's abyss can borrow 
Charms that never speak to us in vain. 

Tears of joy from closed eyelids stealing. 
Welling from the bosom's inmost core, 

Ever thus are Nature's depths revealing 
Smitten by the sounds that all adore. 
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Tender leaves were growing, growing 

Greenly from the germs of spring, 
And the lark was rising, rising 

Skyward on its roseate wing — 
Rosy gold with tints of sunlight, 

Tremulous in the cooling dew. 
With a liquid shower of music 

Dripping downward from the blue 
Domed above the verdant meadow. 

O'er the garden and the wold — 
Heaven one clear celestial sapphire. 

Earth one radiant emerald. 



Treading down the crisped grasses. 
Tufted o'er with wrinkled roots 

Of the yellow-blossomed cowslip. 
Mingled with innumerous shoots, 
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Crowned by buttercup and daisy, 
Ploral children of the sward — 

All my senses drank the sweetness 
Nature's vernal charms afford. 

Little recked my soul of sorrow, 

Scanning all that fertile scene. 
Ruddy barn and whitened cottage 

Glimpsing orchard boughs between. 
Down a distant dale the cuckoo 

Piped its mellow-dropping song : 
Near the hawthorn hedge the blackbird 

AVarbled dewy briars among. 
As the russet path I sauntered. 

Trailed along the budding lea, 
Crossed by rural stile and thicket, 

Down to pleasant Shottery : 
Down to where the hamlet straggled 

'Mid the bowering elms of May, 
All its blooming orchards blushing 

Eedly in the solar ray. 

Here, methought, in eves forgotten. 

Here in happy days gone by. 
Trod the Lover's step elated, 

Beamed the Bard's enamoured eye : 
Here that Voice that summoned shadows 

From the solemn land of dreams. 
Breathed that gentlest word of passion 

That the human tongue beseems — 
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Word of sadness, word of madness 

Should it unrequited prove ; 
Word replete with God-born gladness, 

Echoed back, that word of — Love. 

Such the holy truth he whispered 

When to claim a bride he came, 
Meeklj' as a common suitor. 

He the future Lord of Fame : 
Bending down to murmur softly, 

Through aifeotion's inmost sense, 
All those troths that youth can plight in 

Tones so tender and intense : 
Smoothing down her hair as fondly 

As along a mother's breast 
Move the little hands that dimple 

O'er the vital fount caress'd : 
Turning to her gaze as gladly 

As the eagle greets the sun. 
When its burning beams together 

Seem concentrating in one. 

Dowerless though that village beauty, 

Lowly though that stripling bard, 
Yet their love is still remembered, 

All its early bloom unmarred. 
For within his bosom latent 

Lay the embryos of power. 
Sleeping like the seed the sunbeam 

Wakens to a golden flower : 
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Sleeping til] their God, Ambition, 
Witli most gentle voice of might. 

Woke their silence into music ! 
Woke their darkness into light ! 

Wreath of bay, the poet's laurel. 

Not till then his brow could bind, 
Not till fancied realms were peopled 

With the marvels of his mind. 
Yet a glory graced that forehead 

Calm, yon virgin bent above, 
When her maiden smiles of pleasure 

Trembled into tears of love. 

'Neath the honeysuckle porchway, 

Standing proudly by her side. 
Thus the Prince of Coming Ages 

Called the Cottager his bride : 
Brooding o'er her fitful blushes 

Fondly as a lover could 
Who in them beheld the promise 

Of his life's beatitude : 
Saw in her the hinted semblance 

Of yet unimagined grace, 
By his soul's creative genius 

Bodied forth to Fame's embrace : 
And from every charm suggestive 

Of those visions all divine. 
Drained more raptures than replenish 

Crystal cups of ruby wine. 
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Lovely shapes and fair prefigured 

In her form's symmetrio guise 
And the light of lives celestial 

Gleaming in her gentle eyes : — 

Fawn-like Imogen affrighted 

In the haggard cave's recess : 
Pale Miranda shifting covert 

Glances from the shifting chess : 
Tender Juliet from her casement 

Bending as some rose of June ; 
When, like Jessica's, her blushes 

Glowed beneath the silver moon : 
Pensive Viola, dissembling 

Passions nought but pride commands : 
Wanton Cressida coquetting 

'Mid the din of hurtling brands : 
Lost Marina 'mid the billows 

Lulled in dead maternal arms : 
Lorn Helena as a pilgrim 

Veiling all her idle charms : 
Patient Desdemona sadly 

Sighing for her tawny lord : 
Frolic Lady Percy buckling 

With a jest her hero's sword : 
Meek Ophelia 'mid the willow 

Dazed in virgin faith forlorn : 
Fitful Eosalind all Euth-like 

Rustling through the rippled corn : 
Sad Cordelia crooning softly 

Ditties for her dying sire : 
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And brave Joan of Arc appearing 

Eadiant 'mid tte ruthless fire : 
And sweet Perdita with blossoms 

Purpling in her lily hand : 
And voluptuous Cleopatra 

Gliding o'er the golden sand : 
Dainty Ariel recumbent 

'A'eath the foxglove's freckled bell : 
Proud Titania still enamoured 

By the fay's puissant spell : 
Wondering Beatrice embowered 

In the thicket's woven shade : 
Dreaming Silvia at twilight 

Startled by a serenade ! — 

Such the images angelic 

Floating down that ample mind, 
When the fond betrothed virgin 

In his glad embrace reclined ; 
While the rosy apples ripened 

Near them in the leafy tree, 
Eed with twilight gleams where twinkled 

Greenest boughs of Shottery ! 
Gleams that gilding all the fruitage 

As with autumn's ruddy dyes, 
Flickered on the maiden's forehead, 

Sparkled in her melting eyes. 
Glimmered o'er her cheek like blushes, 

Strayed along her bosom fair. 
Shining brightest where they lingered 

Radiant in her silken hair. 
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Musing o'er that best-beloved 

Chequered by those lights of eve, 

Thrilled the poet's heart with fancies 
Grandest ever brain could weave : 

Fancies that suffused with glory- 
All the graces of his youth, 

Shedding 'round his brow resplendent 
Beams of Beauty and of Truth : 

Fancies that diffused a glory 
Like a saint's celestial crown 

O'er that dome-like brow : Creation's 
Noblest diadem — Eenown. 

Visionary thoughts and varied 

Thronging thus before mine eyes, 
Changed, methought, that chosen hamlet 

To an earthly Paradise, 
Clad each flower with tints supernal. 

Made its very air divine, 
Eendering even the roadside cottage 

Sacred as a Godhead's shrine. 
'Eound its porch, where trailed the woodbine, 

Murmured still the honey-bee. 
As when in his golden boyhood 

Shakspere loved in Shotteiy. 
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0^f the sultry noon of a siimmer, 
In a long, long ■vanished year, 

When the leaves were thick with verdure, 
And the skies were blue and clear, 

A great poet-soul lay basking 
In the sunny atmosphere. 

Half reclined by garden-terrace — 
One plump hand on upbent knee. 

With gold links the other toying— 
Oh, a dreamful man looked he ! 

In his deep brown eyes thought dancing 
To a merry minstrelsy. 

Eich his vest of damson velvet, ? 

Velvet darkly damson-red — 
In a careless hood drawn upward 

Swathing half his hoary head — 
Down in glossy folds descending 

Bound his languid limbs outspread. 

From his crumpled cowl's sly covert, 
Mark how keen the glances thrown 

Over all that affluent flowering waste, 
Where calmly broods alone 
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This Father of our English verse. 
Here couched as on a throne. 

Here, 'neath yon lordly fane where erst 

Our royal Edward made, 
In castled walls, his palace home, 

'Mid green embowering shade, 
Whence fuU many a leafy path reyeals 

Its sylvan colonnade. 

Hark ! a fountain clear is sparkling 

Close behind yon privet wall ; 
You may see the shimmer of its spray. 

And hear its tinkling fall — 
Near the blue-green droop of the peacock's 
plumes — 

Thro' its shrilling trumpet-call. 

Thickly round him bloom the roses, 

Eoses red and roses white ; 
Palest roses with a tinge of pink 

Like a blonde's blush to the sight ;■ 
Yellow roses — damask roses 

Purpling in the golden light. 

'Tis a nest of fragrant blossoms 

Where the greybeard poet dreams ; 

'Tis the very bank for basking 

Where the sunlight round him streams. 

While before him troop rare fancies 
Lit by visionary gleams. 
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Comes the Knight upon his war-horse, 
In half-armour jingling by ; 

In his mail-stained fustian gipon, 

His sheathed sword slung at his thigh : 

His serene mouth dimpling sweetly 
Under calm, sedatest eye. 

Comes the Squire, a radiant stripling, 
With an air of courtly grace. 

In his curling loots luxuriant, 
With youth's down upon his face ; 

His green surcoat bloom-embroidered 
Like some cowslip-sprinkled chase. 

Comes the Monk on ambling palfrey 
As a berry brown and sleek, 

His bald pate all glazed and glistening, 
Flushed his health-anointed cheek ; 

You may hear the supple leather 
Of his boot on stirrup creak ! 

Not like his with rich furs purfled 

Are the Friar's loose-hanging sleeves- 
Filled with stores of homely baubles 

Strown o'er every hearth he leaves : 
'Neath grey cowl his blithe eyes sparkle 
Like the stars on frosty eves. 

Loitering comes the stalwart Yeoman — 
One of Lincoln's forest-band — 

Silver horn swung at his baldric, 
Eusset gauntlet on his hand ; 
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In his grasp a mighty yew-bow 
Whence he drives his levin-brand. 

Slouching, next, the tawny Shipman 
Eears his rough but limber form ; 

Crisp as though with rime his ringlets, 
Large his generous heart and warm ; 

Thick his beard all blowzed and shaken 
By how many a briny storm ! 

Sauntering past the musing poet, 

Still they move that motley throng- 
Pilgrims from the Southwark Tabard 

Numbered in immortal song : 
Towards thy holy shrine, a Becket, 
Aye their shades shall glide along ! 

Here the Eeeve, that man of choler. 
With the lean and spindling shanks ; 

His shrewd eye demanding payment, 
His sharp tongue ne'er craving thanks 

Here the burly, brawny Miller 
With his bold, salacious pranks — 

Yonder Miller loud and brutal. 

Clothed in white with hood of blue ; 

On his nose a wart with bristles 
Like his hair of sanguine hue : 

Hear him blow his roaring bagpipes, 
And all chaos sounds anew 
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Next appears the comely Franklin, 
With his flowing milk-white heard, 

All his ruddy visage beaming 

With the smiles by churls revered. 

Meat and drink still ever snowing 
At his board where all are cheered. 

In quaint hat broad as a buckler, 
On her sprightly cantering roan, 

With sweet trills of jocund laughter, 
Comes one seldom seen alone — 

'Tis the Wife of Bath, the Siren, 

With weird charms around her thrown. 

Eough with whelks and knobs of scarlet. 
See the Sompnour's scalded face ! 

Near the Pardoner's sallow features, 
Where good wine ne'er left a trace. 

Whence his hair, like yellow flax-lengths. 
Streams without one touch of grace. 

Yet another, not left nameless 

'Mid that pilgrim throng, is seen ; 

'Tis the gentlest maiden-matron 
With the mild angelic mien ; 

'Tis the grey-eyed, rose-lipped Prioress, 
'Tis sweet Madame Eglantine ! 

These, among the soul-born shadows 

Trooping in the sultry air. 
Crowd within the poet's vision, 

All that summer-garden fair. 
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Fading out when at the brightest 
In the noontide's amher glare. 

Silvery chimes the plashing fountain * 

Sparkling thro' its verdant screen, 
Near the mound where still the peacock 

Trails his train of azure green, 
All the parterre's floral glories 

Vying with its varying sheen. 

From his tranquil "reverie starting, 

With a look of half-surprise, 
Now at bird with gorgeous plumage. 

Now at buds of dappled dyes. 
Downward turn the eltrich glances 

Of that bard's yet dreamful eyes. 

He has plucked a tiny blossom 

From the moss-turf at his feet, 
'Tis a gold-cored star of silver 

On a thread-stalk green and sweet- 
Would you know the dainty floweret's name ? 



'Tis the little Marguerite 



Poised the while in sunlit silence 

Filled with bloom-scents warm and faint, 
Lo ! three butterflies on sportive wings, 

That gold and purple paint, 
Weave, in seeming, round the poet's cowl 

An aureole like a saint ! 
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An atmosphere of golden harmonies 

Around him floating, fills the haunted room : 

Loved chamber, often hallowed thus at eve 

By consecrating sunbeams ! Ever then 

Thrilled thro' and thro' with grand concordant tones : 

Now swelling like an anthem — and anon 

In sighs of dulcet sadness dying down 

To murmurs hushed as echoes of a prayer. 

Hisjfrail white hands along the keys in love 

Stray slowly in long chords of mellow sound. 

His slippered feet, alternately relaxed 

In pressure, draw betimes such lengthened notes 

From deepest diapason of the reeds, 

That, vibrating, the open casement jars 

Eesponding palpitations. On the sill 

A heliotrope, half-blackened into bud, 

Pales in its lilac flowering, whence in gusts 

The balmy breath of evening spreads abroad 
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The honeyed fragrance lurking in its leaves. 
Enthroned before the soaring organ pipes, 
All hathed in crimson blushes of the west, 
The old Musician sings — his feeblest touch 
Waking the thunderous music latent there 
In serried tubes like tromps of gold : his voice 
Of silver sweetness thridding all the maze 
Of winding strains melodious. 

From his lip, 
Like balm, the psalmody of Israel's king, 
In Hebrew streaming, floods his soul with joy ; 
As though the solemn warbling Bird of Night 
Sang peace while every cadence of its song 
Dropped, manna-like, its life's own nutriment. 
And as the Kightingale, of russet plumage, sings. 
Alone in darkness sown with stars of God, 
So sings, 'mid shadows deeper than the night, 
Sown like the night with visions grand as stars, 
The Philomel of Ages. Clothed in grey 
(His robe a threadbare, homely garb of serge). 
He sits enraptured 'mid the choral clang : 
Sits breathing music from his mouth and hands : 
Hands — outspread, as if in benediction ! 
Mouth— whose gentlest sighs search space though 

trembling, 
As, thrilled with awe, emotion, grief, and years, 
Love wafts them e'en beyond the porch of heaven ! 

Upturned towards the instrument thus made 
The altar of thy worship, Seer and Bard ! 
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With loots celestial as thy song, thy face 
Eeflects eve's sacred radiance, from calm brows 
The hyacinthine ringlets parting — trailed 
Like Adam's in thy bloom (brown-gilded coils 
Luxuriant) — scant'ly now, and silvering, droop 
Dishevelled on thy shoulders. While those eyes — 
Seraphic eyes, whence gazed thy soul serene — 

Ah ! quenched their mournful beauty now, and blank 

As sculptured orbs in monumental stone : 

Of all their azure splendour quite bereft. 

As — dead, yet living — light in darkness drowned. 

Not now for them the ruddy sunset showers 

Its slant of swarming gold-dust by the fall 

Of faded silken curtains, erst as green 

As emerald of the meadow grass, when sight 

Was fainting out, while pangs of anguish lured 

Dim shades around, in presage of thy doom. 

Not now for thee those darkling lattice buds 

Purple to clustering blossoms : not for thee 

The reflex in the mirror on the wall 

Of this dear inner chamber — home of home — 

With ripe harmonious colours mimicked there : 

'I'he old familiar patterns on the floor ; 

Old books of studious boyhood ; fluted pomps 

Of tarnished gold cylindric, where aloft 

The glory of the darling organ rears 

The symbol of its resonance ; and beneath, 

Repeated in the shadowy disc — the soul 

And source of all those rolling melodies — 
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Thyself! with saintly features and bowed frame, 
There softly chanting still the holy psalm, 
Eve's parting halo like an aureole 

Around thy shining hair 

When suddenly, 
As with a sob, thy plaintive lay of prayer 
Dies inarticulate : the commingling notes. 
Strewn by thy hands, resolving into one — 
One fading soon to silence ! While that verse. 
Last syllabled in tremulous tones, again 
Seems echoed back by memory : " Lord !" 
It cries, " my heart is sad, strength spent, the light 
Hath left mine eyes " — and falters then in tears. 
Meek tears, submissive, not repining. Eve, 
Sweet Novice, shorn of golden tresses, dons 
The darkening veil of twilight as a Nun 
That tells the stars for beads. Heaven's purple arch 
Her cloister, and the moon swung silvering there 
The sacred lamp lighting God's sanctuary. 
Half-veiled as yet in deepening folds, she beams 
The holy effluence of her presence round 
The sorrow-silenced chamber, where alone 
The blind old bard yet breathes dumb orisons. 
His heart-strings trembling with hushed music still, 
As thrill seolian chords inaudibly 
When warbling winds have flown. 

Thus anguish-torn, 
'Mid fluctuating sheen that long contends 
With glimmering portents of approaching night. 
Thus silently, 'mid rolling thunder thoughts. 
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Unseeing, though with spirit gaze as keen 

As lightning glance of seraphim, thou sitt'st 

Before that builded throne of symphonies. 

Thyself a fragile instrument of strains 

Immortal, that long ages, ages hence. 

Though thou art dust, shall mourn from Earth to 

Heaven, 
With voice sublime, the doom of Paradise. 
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A FROSTED lattice — ^lozenge paned, 
With herald griffins demon stained ; 
As though each imp that wears a horn, 
All grizzly foals from nightmares born, 
Here blent their loathly shapes to be 
Earth's grimliest types of devilry ! 
Without — in's bed the wintry plain 
Tucked up in snowy counterpane ; 
While eaves o'erhead their dribbling spout 
Thrust forth like some obtrusive snout, 
That sniffs, and drips, and chills as well. 
Till pendent hangs its icicle. 
Within — a room of laden shelves. 
Whence student labour digs and delves 
The pignut thoughts, by fibrous roots 
Traced from the merest casual shoots : 
The dustiest, littered reading-closet, 
Where oft some bookworm may deposit 
Brain-maggots bred from germs at college, 
For margins of the leaves of knowledge. 
A daub on makeshift easel placed, 
With many an artless smudge defaced. 
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Of carmine, bistre, lake, and ochre. 

Laid on as if by scrape of poker. 

Yon artist there, with thumb-strung palette, 

Lacks clearly all that — what d'ye call it ? — 

Th' afflatus, oestrum, whence hath shone 

Artistic inspiration. 

A spinnet few would care to tackle, 

Being both in form and wear ramshackle ; 

A spinnet clearly in evil case. 

With sorely scratched and battered face : 

Yellow, ink-splotched, broken its keys. 

As though posthumous tusk disease 

Grinned forth with aspect scarce hilarious 

From mouth crammed full of teeth half carious. 

Yon tyro both in sound and paint. 

There perched on joint-stool old and quaint. 

Betwixt the daub-encumbered easel 

And th' instrument voiced like a weasel, 

"With brush yet held in dexter fist, 

And palette on the other wrist, 

Eeveals, o'er russet coat of serge, 

A face — not frontispiece of dirge. 

But rather, though in raiment alien — 

The vignette of some bacchanalian. 

Queer twinkling eyes that doze like cat. 

Half closed with laughter, half with fat ; 

A ruddy nose that tends to bottle. 

As though its owner loved to throttle — 

Not throats of those who live to bicker, 

But — gurgling flasks of mellow liquor. 
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Waatn, pendulous, unotuoiis lips below, 

The very sluice where wine should flow ! 

Ah me ! yet all those jovial looks 

Are made for Starving, more than Cooks : 

His visage, not his garb, the mask ; 

Scarce water in his life's thin flask. 

Poor clerk of country justice, he. 

From bookish rules yet barely free. 

Essays in various arts his skill 

Through toil the Demon Care to kill. 

Go fling thy bungling pencil by, 

Nor more those jangling discords ply 

That lurk in yonder jarring chords — 

Go try thy skill in chinking words, 

Odd satire ringing out with chime, 

In all thy wild burlesque of rhyme. 

Go mount on sorry jade, less jaunty 

Than Quixote's starveling Eosinante, 

With ignorance than the Don's more crass, 

Thy hunchback hero Hudibras. 

Grim Ealpho ambling near his haunch. 

Thy Knight's Squire Sancho minus paunch ! 

Sing on, as frolic humour jumps, 

0' th' rabble burning of the ramps ; 

Or, winning laughs from royal Charley, 

Sing thou alternate fight and parley ; 

Chant who shall spare and who shall thwack'em. 

Those hides of Crowdero and Whackum ; 

Eetail each vulgar gibe that mocks 

Thy heroes tethered in the stocks ; 
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Each insult put thy Knight upon 

Bestrid by ragged Amazon ; 

Write till, with pencilled, twittering numbers, 

Thou'lt tickle Dulness from its slumbers ; 

Till sourest critics smile to see 

Thy book the world's epitome ; 

Till, listening to each thunderous blow 

Thy satire deals, all men shall know 

Thy verse — of texture coarse and tough, 

And breathed in voice so harsh and rough, 

It sounds as though one heard a frog rail — 

By sterling wit's redeemed from doggrel. 

Thus brim — whate'er thyself befall — 

Mirth's goblet, thou her Seneschal ! 

Eeplenishing her feast the while 

Thou gain'st a frown for every smile ; 

Till Death thy rugged pathway closes 

Benignly in a Lane of Eoses. 
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Before an open porch whence music wells, 

Like far off tides from lips of ocean shells, 

A casual passer — pausing 'mid the glare 

Poured thro' that portal on the evening air — 

A dropped carnation, from the causeway flags. 

Lifts where with love his loitering footstep lags : 

That love of all things beautiful that bloom 

'Twixt the germ-cradle and the shrouding tomb, 

That affluent love the poet only feels, 

To whose rapt soul each sense of beauty steals, 

Steals with the same divine, benefic power 

From man's and nature's face, from weed and flower. 

A moment since, and swift by menial throng 

A pole-swung chair of glass, here borne along, 

Eevealed within by ruddy torchlight seen, 

A perfumed minion with the courtliest mien : 

Eich curls ambrosial streaming o'er his vest. 

The daintiest love-locks crowning his haught crest ; 

Voluptuous pleasure dimpling round a mouth 

Where blent with northern pride th' impassioned south ; 

Dark eyes whence flamed alternate lust and hate, 

As varying impulse swayed that evil fate ; 
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A dagger frown, a deadly poison smile, 
Gleaming by flashes in that glance of guile. 

A moment hence, and down 'mid neighbouring mews 
Where the flash tavern lurks among the stews, 
The purchased rufSans of yon tinselled thing. 
With its moth splendour and its serpent sting, 
Twin huckstering panderers to that villain soul. 
Slaves of the bludgeon at its whim's control, 
There slink to felon haunts till deepening night 
Shall lure them forth to deeds that shun the light, 
The assassin's stab, the caitiff's brutal blow. 
Dealt through the darkness on an unarmed foe. 

Between which contrasts, here one instant seen, 
Stands the doomed Victim of their recreant spleen. 
Still with the Christmas-bloomed carnation stands, 
Toying its petals frail in careless hands. 
His aspect grave : his raiment scant'ly laced. 
Its gilten gloss by thriftiest wear defaced ; 
A plain slouch-hat of felt drawn o'er his brow. 
His long grey elf-locks streaming thence below, 
Beneath which shade beams forth, with kindly glance. 
The ruddiest, smooth-shorn, thought-bright coun- 
tenance : 
One that in subtlest maze of nervous lines, 
Grave depth of genius, wit, and hfeart combines. 

Thus for one moment o'er that fragile flower — 
With what 'tranced air of tenderness and power! — 
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Musing awhile on all its streaks and stains, 
And on the " green blood " circling thro' its veins, 
And on the fragrance that its censer-grace 
Wafts where above it bends his earnest face. 



The wild dance-music from the vacant porch 
Floats with the fumes of the extinguished torch 
Eeeking with sulphurous breath that taints the gale 
From the slant cone above the area rail. 
Thro' the eve's stillness, and the music sweet. 
Hark ! the dim patter of gay twinkling feet. 
The jingling spur, the whistling silken dress, 
Whirled through the revel's labyrinthine stress. 
The soft-shrilled laugh and many murmuring sound 
Of distant voices circling blithely round — 
Such the faint echoes poured, like ocean's moan 
From coil of sea-shell, there, with various tone 
Thro' yonder vacant portal ringing clear 
Eound the calm Poet's half-unconscious ear. 
Thrilling with chime of mirth the wintry atmosphere. 

Full soon — when paler yonder porch-glow burns. 
When hither back that lagging step returns, 
Back from yon Critic's old familiar lair. 
Where by the hearth yet stands his honoured chair — 
When hither homeward tend those tranquil feet 
Down the hushed trail of each deserted street — 
Fierce forth shall spring, what, dark in ambush laid. 
Lurks for his coming, the vile ambuscade ! 
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Abhorred and branded on the scroll of fame, 
For ever radiant with the poet's name, 
Shall loom the title of that puny lord, 
That dastard peer, yea, branded and abhorred ! 
That stealthy foe who, with vicarious blade. 
Stabs 'neath the shelter of the midnight's shade, 
Who deals with hireling hand the blow oblique, 
" Willing to wound " — himself " afraid to strike !" 

Pass on to glory, gracious Bard ! through all 
The scorn and strifes that may around thee fall ; 
Pass to the glory that thy soul awaits. 
When on its skirts shall swing the ivory gates. 
The eternal meed of those seraphic strains 
On wings of rhyme that, far o'er human pains. 
Soaring and singing from man's symbolled sod, 
Bears even in life thy rapturous soul to God ! 
Snatched like a brand half-burnt from hellish fire, 
Culled like a pearl of price from loathliest mire. 
Thy genius, purified by prayer and toil. 
No more its awful singing robes shall soil — 
Trailed thro' the dregs of vice that strow the stage. 
Blazoning the prurience of a profligate age. 
Whose wit with virtue devilish war doth wage. 
Cleansed from which foul pollutions of thine art, 
Thy chastened mind shall choose " the better part " — 
Mary's not Martha's — quitting festive board 
Calmly, to sit adoring by the Lord! 
Meekly thy Muse upon God's altar stone — 
As when gold crowns before the Great White Throne, 
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Are cast amid Hosannahs pealed ! — there lays 

The votive wreath of thy immortal bays. 

Earth's spotted Panther left — thine ardent mind 

Shall track with loving faith Heaven's milk-white Hind : 

Chanting with ravished joy in ethic song 

The chime of Truth her footfall bears along : 

Painting in verse sublime with words of grace 

Her shining garb and her angelic face : 

Raising with reverent hand the veil divine 

That screens the holy mysteries of her shrine — 

The bread supernal that no doubt can leaven, 

Glimpses of sudden glory caught from heaven ! 

Thus ever sing, Bard of the Sacred Lyre — 

Thy voice resounding like celestial choir, 

Lifting its choral tones in cries of love, 

That pierce thro' all God's starry realms above : 

As still with Glorias Juda's midnight rings, 

As yet thro' thee divine Cecilia sings ! 
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Beyond a hundred years and more, 
A garden lattice like a door 

Stands open in the sun, 
Admitting fitful winds that set 
Astir the fragrant mignonette 

In waves of speckled dun : 

Sweet waves, above whose odorous flow, 
Eed roses bud, red roses blow. 

In beds that gem the lawn. — 
Enamelled rings and stars of flowers, 
By summer beams and vernal showers, 

From earth nutritious drawn. 

Within the broad bay-window, there — 
Lo ! huddled in his easy-chair. 

One hand upon his knee, 
A hand so thin, so wan, so frail, 
It tells of pains and griefs a tale — 

A small bent form I see. 
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The day is fair, the hour is noon, 

From neighbouring thicket trills the boon 

The nuthatch yields in song : 
All drenched with recent rains, the leaves 
Are dripping — drip the sheltering eaves, 

The dropping notes among. 

And twinkling diamonds in the grass 
Show where the flitting zephyrs pass. 

That shake the green blades dry : 
And golden radiance fills the air 
And gilds the floating gossamer 

That glints and trembles by. 

Yet, blind to each familiar grace, 
Strange anguish on his pallid face, 

And eyes of dreamful hue, 
That lonely man sits brooding there. 
Still huddled in his easy-chair. 

With memories life will rue. 

Where bay might crown that honoured head, 
A homely crumpled nightcap spread. 

Half veils the careworn brows : 
In morning-gown of rare brocade 
His puny shrunken shape arrayed 

His sorrowing soul avows — 

Avows in every drooping line 
Dejection words not thus define 
So eloquent of woe : 
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Yet never to those mournftil eyes 
The heart's full-brimming fountains rise 
Sweet tears to overflow. 

No token here of studied grief, 
But plainest signs that win belief, 

A simple scene and true. 
Beside the mourner's chair displayed, 
The matin meal's slight comforts laid 

The trimly board bestrew. 

'Mid silvery sheen of burnished plate. 
The chilled and tarnished chocolate 

On snow-white damask stands ; 
Untouched the trivial lures remain 
In dainty pink-tinged porcelain. 

Still ranged by usual hands. 

A drowsy bee above the cream 
Hums loitering in the sunny gleam 

That tips each rim with gold. 
A chequered maze of light and gloom 
Floats in the quaintly-littered room 

With varying charms untold. 

Why sits that silent watcher there. 
Still brooding with that face of care — 

That gaze of tearless pain ? 
What bonds of woe his spirit bind — 
What treasure lost can leave behind 

Such stings within his brain? 
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He dreams of one who lies above, 
He never more in life can love — 

That mother newly dead : 
He waits the artist-friend whose skill 
Shall catch the angel-beauty still 

Upon her features spread ! 

A reverent sorrow fills the air, 

And makes a throne of grief the chair 

Where filial genius mourns : 
Death proving still, at direst need, 
Life's sceptre-wand — a broken reed. 

Love's wreath — a crown of thorns I 
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Eain storming down the lilac boughs, 
And streaming on each Eectory pane — 
Around one roaring flood of rain 

The night's tempestuous wrath avows. 

A drenching cataract in sound, 
The waters in one sheet descend ; 
As if the clouds their wealth would spend 

At once upon the swimming ground. 

Wild monotones of liquid power 
Around the rural haunts resound, 
As though the garden-paths were drowned 

With rills for each particular flower. 

A square of rose-webbed radiance beams, 
Serene, across the outer gloom — 
The home-ray of a fire-lit room. 

Thro' slant of rushing flood it streams : 

Thro' maze of water-dripping leaves 
The ruddy lattice-chequers shower. 
Till poured where, round yon rustic bower, 

Its draggled wreath the woodbine weaves. 
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There, sheltered from the midnight storm, 
Scarce seen in glimmering shade, appears — 
With signs of venerable years — 

A raptured face, a reverent form ! 

Erect — in sombre raiment dight, 

Half-propped by rough-hewn slab of stone. 
Where cane and shovel -hat are thrown, 

Full in the faint and tremulous light : 

Alone — at night's most lonely hour. 
Fit symbol of his lonelier age. 
That waits till Life's long pilgrimage 

Shall close by fiat of God's power : 

And silent — save within his heart, 

Whence thrilling, wordless cries of love 
Ascend the heaven of heavens above — 

Their voice who choose the " better part :" 

Engulphed among the shadows, there 

In meditative joy he stands, 

An awe-filled Watcher with clasped hands — 
Drooped hands, whose very clasp is Prayer. 

When — forth ! the sudden lightning springs 

In livid, vivid, lurid gleams : 

Ablaze the very welkin seems 
At quivering of those instant wings. 
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Then (quenched the evanescent glare) 
A crackling crash of thunders boom, 
In eddies rolling thro' the gloom, 

And dying down the deluged air. 

As viewless Night the flash devours. 

A tenfold blackness seems to fall. 

Descending like an ebon pall, 
With turmoil of a thousand showers. 

Again the blinding storm-bolt flies ; 
Around the grand concussions pour, 
While still th' abounding torrents roar 

From loosened flood-gates of the skies. 

In momentary glimpse revealed. 

There, framed in bower, the Watcher stands, 
With musing eyes, and clasping hands, 

And awe that may not be concealed. 

Though instantaneous gleams alone. 
At intervals, that scene disclose, 
So keen each glance electric glows. 

It seems thro' every crevice thrown. 

Above the trellised arbour shine 
Celestial words, that once averred 
How God was in the garden heard. 

When Earth and Man were half divine. 
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Seen yonder in the upturned gaze 
Of him whose grand, adoring soul 
Thus traced those words, as on a scroll 

Of adoration and of praise — 

There, shining back from reverent eyes. 

Heaven flames to the same hearkening look, 
As though the avenging Angel shook 

God's brand at gate of Paradise. 

It lightens — this the angelic sword ; 
It thunders — these the footsteps heard, 
As when to Adam's heart-strings stirred 

The awful coming of the Lord ! 

A living statue in green niche. 

There, motionless, he broods alone, 
Revealed in dyes that aye — -thus shown — 

Shall Memory's Magic-Glass enrich. 

The crisp peruke of curling gray ; 

The pensive hands together prest ; 

The silken, black, close-buttoned vest. 
Tinged blue in the electric ray. 

Illumined thus, distinct appears 
That sombre robe's minutest fold. 
The priestly garb around him rolled, 

The sign of all his life reveres. 
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Hail, radiant Vision of the Night ! 
One moment seen, then swift again, 
By darkness, howling wind, and rain, 

Swept out and swallowed from the sight ! 

When spent the storm-blast's latest showers. 
Still there thy shadowy shape appears. 
While in the hush are heard, like tears, 

The dripping of the leaves and flowers ; 

Still seen by rosy fire-glow there, 

Flecked by the lattice' diamond bars — 
O'erhead the glorious gleam of stars — 

Thy aged hands still clasped in prayer ! 



THOMSON AT EICHMONP. 141 



THOMSON AT EIOHMOND. 

A SOUTHERN fruit-wall basking in the sun, 

Where apricots and peaches 
Among the green leaves bum, and where towards one 

A loiterer's hand up-reaches ! 

A pearly peach, its plump cheek all a-glow 

With flush of latent juices — 
Warm, luscious velvet to the touch, whence flow 

Eare hints to sweetest uses — 

Mellifluous promptings to a thirsting bite 

Through cool nectarious blisses. 
Where brim to lips, as erstwhile blushed to sight, 

The sunbeam's ripening kisses ! 

And he, that Sybarite with sensuous soul — 

Voluptuous but not vicious — 
To whom the whole world's but one peach, the whole. 

To every sense delicious ! 

That sauntering dreamer in loose morning-gown — 

(Cream chintz with sprigs of roses) — 
A careless robe that, when asunder blown, 

Cool slippered feet discloses : 
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Within tlie loving hollow of whose palm, 

Th' half-eaten peach yet lying, 
With autumn draughts as of ambrosial halm 

Seems life's brimmed cup supplying. 

A kindly, comely, plump-fed, rosy bard, 

Prom out whose blue-eyed glances, 
While beams the effluence of thought's calm regard, 

Wit's frolic humour dances. 

A linen kerchief round his smooth-shorn pate. 

Twined like a careless turban — 
He lacks (poor Moslem !) even one lonely mate 

To haunt that home suburban. 

As closely to his heart as Adam's, cleave , 

Earth's beauteous revelations ; .) 
Complete in all save that no later Eve 

Here crowns God's fair creations. 

Breast-high beside the outer path-line, here, 

Where lingering feet yet travel, 
Like flowering corn, the sweet-breath'd lavender 

With slate-blue walls the gravel. 

Beyond the inner box, sweet herbs and flowers — 

There pansies, there carnations ; 
With mint and thyme that, nursed by rays and showers, 

Yield odorous exhalations. 
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Where yonder wall-trained cherry-trees unfold 

Smooth boughs that upwards clamber, 
Luxuriant roses o'er the unctuous mould 

Strow damask, blush and amber : 

Kich lumps of blossoms that, on sultry eves, 

At crush of distant thunder. 
Seem thrilling first thro' all their wealth of leaves, 

Then slowly drop asunder. 

Between which prickly bushes, whose sweet blooms 

All others lowlier render. 
Plants, rarely touched with summer's spent perfumes. 

There flaunt their autumn splendour. 

The tiger-lily, with curled tromps of gold 

Around its green stalk drooping : 
Blood-streaked convolvulus, with ringlet's hold 

Eeluctant branches grouping : 

In clustering shafts, slim golden-rods — and blue, 

Dark monkshood, flowering grimly — 
And hollyhocks, bright-ringed with every hue. 

In serried ranks ranged trimly. 

Such glimpses caught from Eden's lavish dyes, 

Eound yonder bard assembling 
In verdant pomp, thro' his delighted eyes 

Full on his soul are trembling. 
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He yearns, thro' every colour, form and sound 

Earth's glories are revealing, 
To chant that boundless Power that strews around 

A love past all concealing. 

One Prayer to Heaven, the rapture of his verse — 

(God's altar — all Creation !) — 
Like vocal incense burnt, shall aye rehearse 

Man's love and adoration. 

One votive wreath those reverent hands will twine, 

Shall veil that life's poor treasons — 
A chaplet woven from every bloom divine. 

Culled fresh from all The Seasons. 
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SHENSTONE AT LEASOWES. 

Sheltered by a grotto dank and dreary, 
In a drizzling mist of autumn, stands 
One of stalwart frame ■with watching weary — 
Blue his furtiye face and mottled hands : 
From that dripping lair, 
Thro' the humid air. 
Many a windiag way his eye commands. 

Eound the pebble-floored and shell-roofed entry 

Trails of drenched and withered vine-leaves cling i 
Hollyhocks, with soddened blooms, stand sentry — 
In the raw gusts to and fro they swing : 
Heard no other strain 
Than the ceaseless rain — 
Saddest song that Nature's self can sing. 

Here a leaden Dancing Satyr, nibbling 
Mimic tendrils, oft a fount uprears : 
Stopped for once its now superfluous dribbling, 
Erstwhile spouting up from goblin ears. 
'Mid its gambols light, 
Lo ! the leering sprite 
Poised upon one shaggy leg appears. 
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Yonder, thro' the half-stripped thicket gleaming, 

Where the dropping red leaves curl and play, 
Seen thro' gauzy veil of moisture streaming 
From the matted thorn's minutest spray — 
Dim and ghostlike loom 
Thro' the liquid gloom 
Gable ends and spectral walls of gray. 

But who thus in rocky covert shivering, 

Like a timid caitiff peering thence, 
Seems to wait some signal of delivering 

From his wretched plight of chilled suspense ? 
Lonely here doth stand 
Lord of house and land — 
Strung with poignant care his every sense. 

Scattered o'er the landscape, mound and dingle — 

Verdant sweeps of velvet-shaven lawn — 
Wooded dells where trees and brambles mingle, 
Haunt of timorous nightingale and fawn : 
Strewn around the scene. 
Viewed through leafless screen. 
Sculptured shapes from dreams of genius drawn. 

'Tis a showery maze of sylvan splendour. 

Nature tricked with Art, and dying drowned — 
Art the signs of care for which b^lt render 
Sadder yet each lovely nook thus crowned : 
Picturesque retreats, 
O'er whose flooded seats 
Blazoned scraps of classic verse abound. 



SHENSTONB AT LBASOWES. 147 

Hid among the soaked, decaying flowers, 
Captive thus in damp, sequestered grot. 
Counting with heart-throbs the dismal hours, 
As though his that cultured scene were not : 
Mark the curious traits 
Yonder form displays. 
Spell-bound in this melancholy spot. 

Slovenly his garb, his stature burly — " 
In an age of crisply reared perukes," 
Primly parted tresses gray and curly. 
Each with modish air that garb rebukes : 
Clownish all below. 
Soul of rustic beau 
Forth from every well-trained ringlet looks. 

'Mid this Eden of a quaint creation 

That of fleeting charms the wind bereaves. 
Pouring to the earth the brimmed libation 
Of this twofold shower of rain and leaves. 
Sordid cares draw near. 
While her web of fear 
Spiderous Debt around her victim weaves.. 

Mating princely taste with puny treasure, 

Seeking dryads and but finding duns. 
Legal fears fill up that heart's sad measure. 
Lowly fears of every writ that runs : 
Like a snow-flake cold 
Melts the fairy gold 
In Ihe hot and eager grasp it shuns. 
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Quenched long since each darling home affection, 

Dreams of love, Ah ! vainly dreamt in youth, 
Now the shadowy joys of his selection 
Fade before the frigid light of Truth — 
Truth whose fatal beam 
O'er life's waste may gleam, 
Hope's mirage oft scattering without ruth. 

Woe-worn thus within the rocky hollow, 

Whence the sullen rain-flood drips and drains. 
Droops the bard who dreads what fate may follow 
From the weight of care his soul sustains : 
Solace none for him. 
Save the echoings dim 
Of a tinkling lyre's melodious strains. 
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FALCONER AT SEA. 

Again, as oft before ancestral eyes, 

Eocked on the rolling deep 'neath tropic skies. 

Rapt in calm thought, methinks I see thee stand 

On England's gliding war-ship leagues from land : 

Alone, at eve, on the deserted prow, 

The ripped waves gurgling, flashing far below. 

Towards weather bul wark while one brown hand strays. 

The other shields from sight the westering rays. 

Where sinks the Day-God towards his ocean bed, 

Purple and golden pomps around him spread. 

Reflected gleams of crimson on thy face. 

Though harsh and bronzed, yet touched with lines of 

grace ; 
Rare glints of amber in the chestnut hair 
That swerves and flickers in the briny air ; 
A ruddy sheen upon the tarnished gold 
Around thy careless, spray-drenched sea-cap rolled. 
Of moderate stature — lithesome — sparely shaped, 
Thy sinewy limbs in flowing blue cloth draped — 
Tight round thy belted waist, thence loose it flows. 
Where the shoe's buckle like a diamond glows : 
Thy coarse pea-jacket flapping in the breeze 
That crests with silvering foam the billowy seas. 
O'er all that waste of waves the horizon rings. 
Nought but yon stately frigate's cordage sings. 
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Thrilled by the winds — great ocean's gliding lyre ! — 
Nought but yon poet's latent soul of fire, 
Where — in whose voiceless chant — what gifts combine 
" The -vision and the faculty divine !" 



Hushed though the hour, and calm the smiling deep — 

Again mast-high the billowing surges sweep ; 

Again the crushing, clattering thunders roll, 

The ghastly lightnings flame from pole to pole ; 

The groaniQg timbers tell the dreadful strife 

The 'leagured mariners there wage for life. 

Up liquid mountain to the scowling skies 

On wings of woe the fated vessel flies, 

Thence sheer descending to black gulfs below, 

As though to Acheron her path must flow ; 

Death in the wave and horror in the air. 

And in each tar's unquailing heart despair. 

Shrill thro' the shrouds the whistling whirlwind sings ; 

Thro' rattling blocks the whizzing cordage rings ; 

WhUe willing hands the mizen swift up brail, 

Hark ! with dire crash explodes yon giant saU., 

Torn into ribbons by one thunderous blast, 

Whose repercussion strains the quivering mast. 

Prone on her beam-ends, see, the vessel lies. 

Till the prompt mate his whirling hatchet plies. 

Keen through the splintering oak its edge descends. 

And, stroke on stroke, the groaning mainmast rends. 

The severed rigging next, by axe releast. 

Drifts with the spars to ocean's boiling yeast ; 
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Mast, thus, on mast abandoned to the wave, 

The wrecked hull rights one brief while o'er her grave. 

The shattered bowsprit by her lee bow hangs. 

Trailed in the roaring surge that round her clangs : 

Till, as again the blue electric glare 

Lights with an instant's flash the ebon air, 

Th' inevitable Hour, with dismal shock. 

Hurls the doomed ship upon the fated rook. 

Then — turn by turn — what tender sighs lament 

The varied woes in that one ruin blent ! — 

Albert, the dauntless leader of the train, 

Mourning the child he ne'er shall see again — 

Anna, with mind so pure and form so fair, 

His life's sole treasure, and his heart's one care ; 

She whom Palemon grieves far more than life, 

Now lost to love though plighted for his wife. 

Palemon, he, that bold, ingenuous youth — 

With glance all passion, and with tongue all truth — 

Whose dying words, yet echoed down thro' song. 

The pathos of this woful scene prolong. 

Such the wild dreams on swelling tides that roll. 
Their potent influence on that Sailor's soul. 
There, where, 'mid Present lull, his fancy hears 
Dread, mingled sounds of Past and Future fears ; 
Where, 'tranced, the visionary storm he sees 
From yon hushed deck careening to the breeze — 
Heard boom of waters, seen the lightning's glare, 
His brown curls flickering in calm, sunlit air ! 
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JOHNSON AT STEEATHAM. 

The mellow radiance of a lamp contending 

With ruddy flickerings from a clean-swept hearth, 

Eeveals before a littered table, bending, 

A strange but reverent form of ample girth. 

Across the curtained pane, the March wind clashes, 
Without, thro' twilight's shade, the mournful shower ; 

Within, above the trim-ranged teaboard, flashes 
The silver urn, that tells day's homeliest hour : 

It flashes where the fire-gleam leaps and trembles 
On tiny painted cups in tongues of flame. 

That welcome here the group eve's gloom assembles 
To share wise converse with yon Sage of Fame. 

As yet, of all the scattered household, only 

This honoured guest obeys the clock's shrill chime- 
Where, finding soon its stealthy pulse sound lonely, 
He strives to fledge the moulting wing of Time. 

His potent tribute to that flagging pinion. 
The pen, that wafts aspiring souls afar — 

Far ev'n beyond the poet's vast dominion, 

Through rapt religion's realm from star to star. 
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Yet not for once the bard's ethereal vision, 
Nor yet the dreamings of the Christian sage, 

Now summon onward, as thro' fields Elysian, 
The golden fancies of that silvered age. 

Intent alone upon some friend's aifection. 

His pen hath writ but now the passing date — ■ 

At which slight touch. Ah ! chords of dead dejection 
Thrill back th' inexorable tones of Fate. 

Another eve of March his heart remembers. 
Beyond sad years of pain long past and gone, 

When burnt within that heart what now are embers. 
That still his loving memory broods upon. 

He thinks of one to his blurred sight as charming 
As though the gift of beauty were her dower, 

Whose coming Death, his inmost soul alarming, 
Enhanced for him the dread Destroyer's power. 

Alike the day and hour — alike the weather 

Then lashed with sobs of wind the clattering pane. 

When Death last brought their loving lips together. 
While fell hushed tears 'mid the resounding rain ! 

Responsive echoes, as of groans, reviving 
That awe-filled moment when he wept alone, 

Eeoall the Night when, with God's Angel striving, 
EebelUous grief by prayer lay overthrown. 



154; DKBAMLAlfD. 

And as with teeming rain-floods reassembling, 
Come phantoms of forgotten pangs of woe — 

See, slowly, to those dim eyes brimming, trembling 
Large drops from anguish wrung — long, long ago ! 

Till down that visage, scarred in Life's grim slaughter 
By fell disease, and toil, and sorrows dire. 

Boll sacred rills of Nature's holy water — 

The dews that quench the soul's own purging fire. 

faithful heart ! no less sublime than tender : 
truthful nature ! grand in humble trust ; 

Thy love that lowly tomb a shrine can render. 
And bloom like deathless lilies from her dust : 

Yon strangest symbol of the fair creation, 

Still sheltering 'neath the shadow of thy name — 

Thj' frequent prayers and tears the consecration 
That bids her hallowed memory share thy fame. 

Here — as when thro' the harvest gleams the sickle — 
Before thy faith the ripened sorrows fall ; 

And while these scanty, faltering tear-drops trickle, 
The balm of heavenly solace floats o'er all. 

It fills with Eden air the homelit chamber. 

Fills it with breathings of ambrosial flowers — 

Sounds as of tinkling feet on floors of amber. 
Heard in the rush of the harmonic showers ! 
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Eepinings vanquished thus, the sage serenelj', 
With cumbrous finger, guides the lagging pen : 

No Muse inspires the strain with aspect queenly, 
But manly Friendship prompts the speech of men. 

Slow moves the chirping quill across the paper. 
Past streams in outer gloom the liquid storm, 

From shining urn still curls the genial vapour, 

While chequered fire-gleams grace that burly form — 

Xow flicker on the ample wig's dimensions, 
Now o'er grand features cast in classic mould, 

Now twinkle downward, by abrupt declensions. 
Upon the broad shoe-buckle's rim of gold — 

Throw fibrous shadows thro' the crumpled ruffles, 
And tint with red the raiment's sombre brown. 

Flame fitful^ — while his nervous foot yet shuffles — 
From scarlet heel to greyly silvering crown ! 

Oft thus, upon familiar threshold lingering, 
My Fancy loves such visions to prolong : 

Tears in her voice, she sings, while artless fingering 
Her votive timbrels to the Lords of Song. 
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GOLDSMITH AT EDGEWAEE. 

Eed the sun falls 
Where, tkro' green leaves, 
EoTind the porch weaves 
Glory astray : 
Soft, up the walls 
Where the vine cleaves, 
Under the eaves, 
Dies out the day. 

Lowly the farm — • 
Eoof but of thatch. 
Door but with latch — 
Whitewashed the rooms : 
Poor home but warm, 
With rustic bowers 
Clustered by flowers 
Eich with perfumes. 

Blossoms around, 
With bees alive. 
Tell where the hive 
Lurks in the shade ; 
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Where burning sound 
Wax-laden wings, 
And honey clings 
Liquid gold made. 

By lintel, there, 
Osier cage hung 
Grape-boughs among, 
Screens the blackbird : 
Hark ! from its lair, 
Thro' silver quill. 
Thro' golden bill, 
Eare songs are heard. 

But sweeter notes, 
Notes far more clear, 
Steal to mine ear — 
Not from cool cage. 
Or warbling throats — 
But, where goose-quill 
Ink drops that fill 
Scrawls o'er the page. 

Sweet as the breath 
Blown thro' gold reeds 
In Tempe's meads 
By the God Pan— 
What time his death 
Gave to his sighs 
All Time defies 
Freed from Earth's ban. 
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Beauty divine, 
Memories of mirtli, , 
Glories of earth — 
Laughter and love ! 
Pouring like wine 
Eapturous tears — 
As when Soul hears 
Wings from above ! 

See ! there within, 
Thro' lattice bars, 
Where the breeze jars 
Casement flung wide, 
One who can win, 
From unborn men, 
Hearts where that pen 
Swiftly doth glide. 

'Tis but a scribe. 
Stunted and square : 
Eush-bottomed chair 
Eeared for his throne : 
Badge of his tribe 
On his worn face ! — 
Where not one grace 
Lingers — not one ! 

Prominent brow ; 
Visage uncouth, 
Yet where sweet ruth 
Eadiant appears — 
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Thro' lines of woe 
Traced ■when past grief 
Trilled, in relief, 
Exquisite tears. 

Innocent wit ! 
Humorist rare, 
Laughiag dull care 
Out of men's path ! 
All thou hast writ 
Maketh us glad : 
Such charms it had. 
Such charms it hath. 

A\'hile moves forlorn, 
Poured thro' thy song. 
What viJlage-throng 
Auburn can yield ; — 
While love can scorn 
Loftier worth 
Lured 'round thy hearth, 
Gentle Wakefield !— 

Memory shall gaze 
Backward with joy 
Where sweets ne'er cloy 
Grouped round thee there ; 
Tracking thy ways 
Where 'mid rude bowers 
Nestles 'mid flowers 
Homely Edgeware. 
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BUENS AT MOSSGIEL. 

Bright dews of labour on his brow. 
Warm passion in the ruddy glow, 
Deep-flushing lustrous eyes below — 

What love flames back 
Where thro' green leaves the white gleams flow 

That mark her track I 

Sweet glimpse but of a rustic girl 

With tartan veiled, whence streams one curl, 

Where fluttering witcheries unfurl 

Love's springe of hair — 
Of ringlets, yea ! the pink, the pearl, 

Sis heeirt to snare ! 

Among the rippling wheat he stands, 

A tawny reaper with brown hands. 

That swathe ripe sheaves with crackling bands. 

Or with keen blade 
Sweep gold waves back from stubble-strands 

With shocks arrayed. 

Eough, sunburnt, stalwart son of toil, 
To till, to sow, to glean the soil, 
How fair for thee that ringlet's coil 
That lures thy gaze ! 
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Not rudest lot tty fame shall foil 
To chant her praise ! 

One moment there, one moment gone, 
Quenched seems the arrowy beam that shone 
That twinkling golden tress upon 

In trills of light — 
Hope's shadowy mist of dreamings drawn 

Before thy sight ! 

Seen thro' which tremulous haze of hope. 
Spread wide before thy fancy's scope — 
As when o'er midnight's mystic cope 

God's gems are seen — 
Strange visionary splendours ope 

And shine serene. 

A young athletic peasant, thou ! 

Full soon Fame's crown shall gird thy brow 

Thick gemmed with scarlet berries' glow, 

'Mid bristling leaves, 
Thy sceptre, but a sickle now, 

Sway souls for sheaves. 

That wondrous sceptre of thy song 
Shall ever to thy land belong, 
While every rapture, every wrong. 

That thrills thy breast. 
By sympathy shall thrill the throng 

Thy woes have blest. 
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Then million millions yet unborn 
Will hail with joy this autumn mom, 
When, loitering 'mid the ripened com, 

Thy glorious eyes 
Watched thro' yon maze of leaf and thorn 

Thy life's best prize. 

Thy bonnie Jean, thy winsome wife, 
Sweet blossom of that rugged life — 
Kough rind with tendereet fibres rife, 

Whence bloomed yon flower, 
Eich guerdon of thy manhood's strife, 

With healing power. 

Was not her type that gowan fair. 
When, toiling down the glebe of Ayr, 
Thy footstep tracked the hissing share 

That turned the mould. 
And pity yearned that jewel rare 

With love t' enfold? 

The bonniest lass of blithest charms 
Thou e'er didst win with wooing arms. 
To soothe thee 'midst the world's alarms 

In home's dear rest. 
With looks whose merest memory warms 

Thy manly breast. 

The fairest of them all was she — 
Ton " lass that made the bed for thee !" 
To whom thy trust in grief may flee, 
By anguish riven — 
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When Highland Mary e'en shall be 
Still loved in heaven ! 

Unheard as yet Fame's trumpet-call 
Erom yonder lowly labours' thrall 
To grand Walhalla's deathless hall. 

Where vraits his throne — 
Ton Peasant-Poet counts worth all 

Her love alone ! 

Around him thus the day-beams shine 
O'er locks more black than raven's crine, 
O'er glittering orbs of light divine, 

And radiant face, 
Where sentience thrills each lordly line 

With nerves of grace. 

Ah ! better, Eobin, thus to stand 
With sickle aye in healthful hand 
Than leader of a brawling band 

With gauge or bowl. 
When bowed to sordid craft thy grand 

Heroic soul ! 
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COWPEE AT OLNEY. 

A SLIP-SHOD dreamer robed in gray, 

His head witli linen crowned. 
Where winds the garden's gravelly way 
'Mid mossy turf and flowery spray, 
Slow pausing, looks around. 

Eve dying in the ruddy west, 

High in the east appears — 
A silver arc — the moon's young crest, 
That floods with joy the gazer's breast, 

And brims his eyes with tears. 

Earth's fragrance fills the twilight air, 

Now fresh with early dews ; 
Here delicate sweet-peas' perfume — there 
The clove-like scabeus' scent more rare 
Their mingling breath difinse. 

Clear, bell-like silence o'er the scene 

Suspended, soothes the ear ; 
While, echoing o'er the landscape green, 
Faint tinklings from some fold unseen 

Sound musically near. 

Beside the path beyond the lawn, 

A trellised porch sustains 
A yellow clambering woodbine, drawn 
In pendant loops, that autumn's dawn 

Streaks rod vrith ripening veins. 
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Within the open door descried, 

An old familiar chair, 
The littered table at its side 
Half hid by books with fame allied — 

Decoys the loiterer there. 

When, lo ! from leafy covert soon 

Three mystic forms gleam out. 
And — where, 'mid laurelled shade, the moon 
Across the sward her shimmering boon 

Sheds — circling glide about. 

Strange errant shapes, wee four-foot fays. 

That fitful whirl and twine, 
Half court, half mock the musing gaze 
That while it marks their sportive ways 

Can all their joy divine. 

Note well that pensive, brooding smile 

That shines those lips apart ! 
It speaks the soul no sins defile. 
The mind without one touch of guile, 

The chaste but saddened heart. 

While yet the leverets wheeling round 

Those slippered feet fast trace 
Upon the green and dewy ground 
Faint rings of slow contracting bound. 

Tears tremble down that face — 

That face all thrilled with nerves of pain ! 
Those eyes, Ah, wild and sad ! 
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Wher6 gleams of genius strive in vain 
To light the chaos of a brain 
Inspired — despairing — mad ! 

Vague, restless, bright, protruding eyes. 

That more than genius fires, 
Within whose depth of gloom oft dies 
What joy in lovely dreams arise 
From hope's sublime desires. 

Thro' twelve dread years' oblivion now 

Serenest thoughts emerge. 
That with fresh charms that life endow — 
As Spring blooms on a wintry bough, 

Or paeans drown a dirge. 

Responsive to blind prayers of pain 

Long raised thro' starless night 
(The midnight of that tortured brain), 
Thro' storm and darkness heard again — 
God saith, " Let there be light !" 

And Paradise sweet Earth appears 

To poet gaze once more. 
And rapture trembles in the tears 
That own the God that soul reveres. 

The God those dreams adore. 

So eve in tremulous glory dies 

Yon shadowy form above, 
Celestial calm its hush supplies, 
While near his heart Earth's beauty lies 

With Heaven's divinest love. 
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Beneath the crumbling porch he stands, 

Distraught with scorn, and grief, and love : 
Just snatched up in his delicate hands 

The athlete's padded glove ! 
His glorious features deathly pale, 
He marks where, winding down the dale, 

Eound yonder scanty clump of trees, 
Slow moves the dark funereal train — 
What thrills those black plumes, here again 

Brown ringlets fluttering in the breeze. 

Old Gothic arch of mouldering stone. 

Where myriad lichens, green and blue. 
Faint microscopic tints have strown. 

Of countless form and hue ! 
Fair from thine antique shadow now 
Gleams forth that young heroic brow : 

As though from hoary Delphos' fane, 
Eesponsive to the prayers of Truth, 
Emerged the God of Song and Youth. 

With aspect of divine disdain ! 
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Disdain from haugtty nostrils breathed, 

rrom blue-grey eyes of heavenly fire, 
Fiom dimpling chin and proud lips wreathed 

For Cupid's archery dire : 
That stern disdain for human woe, 
Forbidding tender tears to flow : 

fiebellious Pride that, Care and Pain 
Oft grappling with Herculean grasp, 
Flings powerless down each strangled asp, 

"Whose writhing shades yet haunt the brain. 

And so with secret pangs supprest. 

No grief-blurr on that radiant glance. 
Broad swells that gladiator's breast. 

His lithesome limbs advance. 
Preparing for the mimic strife, 
Fit symbol of his stormy life, 

While loitering with suspended breath 
Beneath that portal crossed by doom. 
The porch of his ancestral home, 

He sees — he hears — the March of Death. 

Dull clangs the distant passing-bell. 

While grinding wheel and trampling hoof 

Trail faint and fainter towards the knell 
Eung out from ivied roof. 

'Twas she — not mother of his love, 

But of all filial cares above 
Each petty sign of home deceit — 
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From whose distorting womb was born 
The sport of her unnatural scorn. 
Yon golden god on earthly feet ! 

Strange memories of dead childhood throng 

That void heart yearning o'er the past ; 
For thoughts less dark than sad belong 

To strife that cannot last — 
When, quenched with Life's inverted brand, 
Eun out with Time's swift-gliding sand, 

Expires the wrath of angry years : 
Alone before a lonely tomb 
Eemorseful love blends grief with gloom, 

A sullen grief too harsh for tears. 

One moment on the threshold there, 

With clenoh'd hands strung for sportive blows. 
No prescience his of after care, 

Of glory, or of woes — 
He thinks not of his new-born fame 
Presaging an eternal name 

Upon Earth's grand poetic scroll, 
But how all childhood's joys have flown. 
How by his hearth he broods alone. 

And tears unshed flood o'er his soul. 

No visions of that soul foretell 

The advent of its doom how near : 
He lists but now — her passing bell, 

His own he may not hear : 
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His own — yet from yon belfry tower 
How soon shall ctime that fatal hour, 

When, homeward from the Grecian strand, 
Come closed in death those eyes of fire. 
Unstrung for aye the living lyre. 

And snapped the keen heroic brand ! 

Three lustres scarce shall glide away 

Ere that brief, wayward course be run. 
As though at brightest noon of day 

Had set G-od's flaming sun. 
A narrow span of tortured years, 
A life each pities, none reveres. 

Disdaining praise it yet doth win : 
Without, in radiant verse, what seems 
A paradise of glorious dreams — 

A hell of darkest moods within ! 

Self-exile from familiar haunts, 

From fair Italia onward hie, 
To gain for Greece what England vaunts. 

And hero-blood can buy ! 
The freedom most by kings abhorred, 
When warrior bard, with lute and sword. 

Leads on elate the patriot band ; 
And, rapt in life to alien shore. 
There vindicate in death once more 

The Liberty of Fatherland! 
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'Mid the verdant shade 

Of a sylvan glade 
That the river's deeps and shallows 

Have with crystal floored, 

For its emerald sward, 
Fringed about with reeds and mallows ; 

'Neath the beechen leaves 
Where the sunbeam weaves. 

Overhead, such a glimmering glory. 
That the tremulous sheen 
Of the blue and the green 

Tell again in the stream day's story : 

Here in lovely haunt 

That a fay might vaunt 
As the realm for dreaming, doting ; 

On the limpid pool, 

'Mid the shadows cool, 
Lo ! a little bark lies floating. 
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'Tis a shallop frail, 

From whose light bows trail 

Slackened cords that some Naiad daughter 
To the mossy root 
At the gnarled trunk's foot 

Surely spanned thro' the sparkling water. 

'Tis a fairy scene, 

Where the elves, I ween, 
Scarce need wait for their moonlit gambols. 

When a dew-gemmed sprite 

From each flower can alight 
And quaint Puck from his covert scrambles. 

But within the boat, 

As it calm doth float 
On its cool inverted shadow. 

Where green twinklings run, 

As when shower and sun 
Thrill the grasses of a meadow — 

Lo ! at ease reclined, 

'Twixt the wave and the wind, 
Fragile — pale — but with eyes of splendour. 

One with air of grace 

And seraphic face, 
With a soul as serene as tender ! 

Mark the sweet surprise 
In those dreamful eyes 
And arched brows of pencilled beauty : 
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It reveals the wonder 

That struggles under 

Godlike views of human duty. 

For, though young in years, 

Yet Love's sighs, Life's tears. 
Have anointed, as with chrism. 

In his vernal age, 

Yonder poet-sage — 
With all heaven for his azure prism. 

High ahove, far below. 

Leaflets stir, waters flow. 
While the shallop sways and trembles — 

As her darling around, 

With most delicate sound, 
Nature's love charm on charm assembles. 

Far below, to and fro. 

As the gleams come and go, 
Speckled trout through the rushes glitter. 

High above, as they move 

'Bound their nestlings in love, 
Little birds 'mid the branches twitter. 

Up the slanting stream 

Of a solar beam, 
Lo ! yon blowball slow revolving ; 

How it swims and burns. 

How it wheels and turns, 
Till in distant b'ght dissolving. 
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Not a seed afloat, 

Not a golden mote, 
Not a gleam of the glancing river — 

But hatli charmed those eyes 

To that sweet surprise. 
With a love that wiU last for ever. 

For the fleetest grace 

That o'er Nature's face 
nits in magic evanescence. 

Shall for ever shine 

In the light divine 
Of that soul's celestial presence. 

With the lark it hies 

To the radiant skies, 
Trilling down melodious showers ; 

Thro' the garden goes 

Where the purpling rose 
Eeigns the queen of unfading flowers. 

'Tis a soul whose love 

The green earth ahove 
Aye shall chant like a rhythmic blessing : 

Clothe decay with bloom : 

Around cradle and tomb 
Cling half-sobbing, half-caressing : 

O'er the heart's thrilled chords, 
With its soul-breathed words. 
As seolian music chiming — 
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'Mid the hush of eves, 
Prom oft-rustling leaves 
Pour the spell of a dulcet rhyming : 

Where, as warm tints steal 

Thro' the golden meal 
On the king-moth's blood-red pinion, 

With a ruby shine 

Thro' each silver line 
Passion throbs as in life's dominion. 

What though brief the span 

Of that life as Man, 
There thy Angel-life ne'er slumbers 

Where its pulses bound 

With immortal sound 
In thy wild harmonious numbers ! 

So recline at ease 

'Neath the beechen trees, 
Ever thus to my Fancy's vision, 

Like a shade afloat 

In a spectral boat 
In a solitude Elysian. 
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Within a noble Gothic room, 

Adorned by many a casque and plume, 

A homely form, with tranquil air, 

Sits musing in an antique chair. 

A stalwart laird in tartan gray, 

Eeturned but now at dawn of day 

From wandering early thus a while 

O'er dewy heath by rustic stile. 

The highland bonnet thrown aside — 

The silken kerchief loosely tied — 

The leathern gaiters splashed with mire — 

Suit well that simple chief's attire. 

Stretched on the hearth before his feet 

Lie basking in the grateful heat 

Two shaggy deerhounds, grim and gaunt. 

Their life's delight his steps to haunt. 

Around on oaken panels hung 

The sword unsheathed, the bow unstrung. 

The dinted targe, the rusty mail, 

Eeveal what memories here prevail : 
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Grand memories of tbe great and good, 

Snatched from the roar of field and flood. 

There, 'twixt the mullioned casements, bright 

With sidelong gleams of silvering light. 

Erect in sombre nook disposed. 

The warrior-bnight with visor closed ! 

Above, vrhat once were blazoned flags, 

Mere splintered shafts and tarnished rags ! 

While strown o'er table, stool, and floor, 

Lie littered heaps of student lore — 

Eare tomes in sallow parchment skin, 

Dry husk without, sweet core within : 

With varied volumes scattered round — 

Morocco pied, or calf embrowned : 

Battalions of like thought-born elves 

Eanged trimly on the laden shelves— 

The genius of the mighty dead 

O'er all their magio pages spread. 

Who, seated thus in lettered ease, 

'Mid all that cultured taste can please, 

'Mid sheen of arms and pomp of war, 

Heraldic argent, gules, and or — 

riung yonder in that bay's recess 

A steel-scaled gauntlet 'mid the chess — 

Thrown o'er this screen, in massive fold, 

Eouge-Dragon's tabard crisp with gold — 

Tossed on familiar desk apart, 

'Mid peaceful implements of art, 

'Mid scribbled leaA'es, and quills, and ink, 

A dagger ground for hauberk's chink — 
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Who, dreaming 'mid these spoils of yore, 

Sees visions in their glittering store ? 

Not least of all the wizard race. 

Though guileless both in garb and face ! 

A lofty brow, a reverent head, 

With scanty silver locks bespread : 

Calm features, where thro' harshest line 

Beams forth the poet-soul benign : 

Grave humour in the dimpling lips. 

And eyes that smile though tears eclipse — 

As when o'er April landscape plays 

Heav'n's mingled strife of rain and rays. 

A Wizard whose all-potent wand — 

Less than yon ash staff in his hand, 

With which he toys the carpet's fringe — 

Eevolves upon harmonious hinge, 

With movement swift, and smooth, and grand. 

The golden gates of Fairyland ! 

That wand of most puissant stir 

The humblest feather of the air ! 

As whose quick flutterings rise around 

The helmed, the mitred, and the crowned ! 

The Saxon churl, the Norman knight. 

Bloody and panting from the fight ; 

The pure creations of the mind 

With proud historic forms combined — 

The real and ideal — there 

Past thronging round the Dreamer's chair ! 

Heard hissing in the battle's din, 

The dazzling blade of Saladin ! 
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Seen cleaving serried hosts apart, 
Dread Eichard of the Lion-Heart ! 
There, pausing 'mid the sob and wail 
Blent in the pibroch of the Gael — 
With claymore in his young hand's clench, 
With fair, soft cheek no doom can blench ; 
A throne his goal, a realm his prize. 
Yet calm his gentle sea-blue ej^es, 
And calm, what Scotia thrills to hear. 
The war-cry of her Chevalier — 
Prince Charlie on the purpling heath 
Leads on th' heroic clans to death ! 
Here crafty Louis sways the state, 
And tells his rosary of fate — 
Still counting out in pious fear 
A head for every bead of prayer ! 
Grotesque in visage as in rule, 
James acts both Pedant-King and Pool ; 
Yet, wily at his sorest need. 
Makes Jingling Geordie's coffers bleed. 
Voluptuous Leicester, lost between 
The fondling wife and jealous Queen, 
Finds life's twin jewels. Love and Fame- 
Dust at the echo of his name ! 

Though slight this wand, its flickerings still 
Above each scroll their witcheries fill — 
As fast the mystic symbols shower — 
Kecall to light dead shapes of power. 
Back o'er Burgundian plains are rolled 
The buried pomps of Charles the Bold ! 
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Flames out once more 'neath northern sun 

The shattered glaive of Marmion ! 

Loud clangs again in dust and blood 

The stately tournay's iron flood — 

The warlike storm of plume and spear, 

That rings with many a blow and cheer ! 

Around the old Magician throng 

With these, the heroines of his song — 

Whose charms his inmost soul entrance. 

The glories of his heart's romance ! 

Sweet Ellen of the sylvan lake, 

Whose bark a floating heaven would make : 

Fair Catherine, fairest maids above. 

As maiden of the Morn of Love : 

Diana, whose quick-reined reproof 

Wrings music from her palfrey's hoof : 

And she, the hero-robber's joy, 

Queen-mistress of the bold Eob Eoy : 

Eebecca, poised in virtue's proof 

O'er battlements of Front-de-Boeuf : 

And loveliest still, though crazed in blood. 

Yon Bride — Ah, not of Eavenswood ! 

Strange types of various clime and age — 

The goblin elf, the pauper sage, 

The smuggler grim with ruthless scowl, 

The shaven monk in rasset cowl, 

The turnkey of the squalid jail. 

The red-cross knight in tinkling mail : 

Ko theme so quaint, no dream so fair. 

But finds its aptest semblance there — 
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There circling as with magic ring 

Yon gray-haired bard — their Lord and King. 

Oh, valiant nature, firm in trust ! 

Oh, gentle heart, long laid in dust ! 

Still round thy reverent form, as now. 

Full oft the radiant shadows flow, 

Eeviving thus in memory's sight 

The minions of thy rod of might — 

Their phantom maze with gorgeous gloom 

Filling the vision-haunted room. 

Where spells of genius wrought for thee 

Thy fancy's wondrous sorcery. 
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A Gentleman of Nature's homeliest mould, 
Clothed in the garb of — not the Age of Gold, 
But the stiff raiment of this later time, 
When worth is hroadcloth, and when rags are crime. 
A gaunt, tall shape, without one touch of grace ; 
A simple, sentient, patriarchal face : 
Meek eyes, that view all life with looks of peace ; 
Grave lips, whose smiles are blessings of increase. 
A dark coat buttoned o'er his quaker vest ; 
His knitted hands on calm crossed knees at rest ; 
His silvery locks, on saddened brows revealed. 
No more beneath th' ungainly hat concealed. 
Now placed beside his large, loose-jointed feet — 
He sits and thinks in this dear home retreat. 
Here sits and broods on Earth's neglected things — 
The merest midge on gauzy, fragile wings ; 
The atom pollen, floating from the bloom — 
Dust-seed of flower-dye, verdure and perfume ; 
The wayside boulder, flecked with lichen stains, 
Like " frozen dreams " on wintry lattice panes ; 
The gnat's far bugle sounding by his ear ; 
The clinking scythe-hone heard across the mere ; 
Sweet zephyrs blown thro' new-mown meadow hay, 
Past thymy barrow and faint, fading May. 
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His mind the microscopic lens that shows 
The hidden charms its crystal depths disclose — 
Such are the sights, the sounds, the scents that stir 
His thrilling heart-strings like a dulcimer. 
With hushed vibrations latent in its chords, 
Waking to music in melodious words ! 
Thus rapt in meditative awe he scans, 
With humble gaze the great creative plans ; 
Yet, even as incense melts into the skies, 
From homeliest themes his soaring fancies rise : 
His calm soul yearns thro' God's blue heaven above, 
And clasps the hills with spirit-arms of love. 

The philosophic scope of his grand art, 
Embracing all thro' each minutest part, 
Infers from veriest shred the mighty whole. 
From lowliest herb or from ignoblest soul. 
Say, thro' a blossom he would fain adore 
The Power Divine that pulsates at each pore, 
His footsteps fly to "fields and pastures " old 
In lays the little Celandine to enfold, 
To lift it from the mead's maternal breast 
With reverent care, and bind it on his crest — 
Beloved as sprig of broom by valour set 
On hero-helm' of first Plantagenet. 
Is it some type of the great human race 
He on idyllic pedestal would place ? 
Not now anointed King or Sage his choice. 
Not one with sceptred giasp or wisdom's voice ; 
He takes some toil-worn labourer from the plain, 
With horny hand, who guides the tinkling wain ; 
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Selects where others might some prince prefer, 
A Peter Bell, or stalwart Waggoner. 
Whose utterance fills his sense with sudden joys ? 
The prattling child's, the very Idiot Boy's ! 
What enterprise inspires his noblest strains ? 
A calm Excursion thro' green English lanes ! 
Whence hath he drawn emotions most profound ? 
Ev'n from scarce-noted subtleties of Sound ! 
Where turn those looks that tender teardrops dim ? 
On primrose, more than primrose flower for him ! 

This is no Petrarch crowned in pomp with bays, 
Hymned in his glory by a nation's praise. 
Here is no bearded Harper, robed in white. 
Chanting proud feats of arms in hall of knight. 
'Tis but a Bard of Nature, whose wise tongue 
Thro' all his life God's infinite love hath sung — 
Sung in such numbers as renown ensure 
Thro' thoughts congealed in verse as amber pure. 
Thus, guileless Seer ! sweet Earth's green leaves thy lore, 
In rhythmic tones thy spells benignant pour : 
While round thee healthful fumes each blossom breathes. 
Its magic ring the glorious landscape wreathes ! 
The marvellous mirror where, divinely glassed, 
Shine the weird Future and the wondrous Past, 
Thy Fancy ! — where to vital beauty springs 
A mystic throng of bright Imaginings ! 
A voluble pencil for thy wand of power 
Preserves with varying grace each fleeting hour, 
While scribbled tablets for thy scrolls of fame 
Blazon at once and verify thy name ! 
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I. 

Deep in Ihe mellow shadows of a copse, 
Where the ripe filbert sheds its ample nut, 

Where, from the burgeoned bough, the fir-cone dr 
And red leaves moulder in the wheel-worn rut, 

Couched on the verdant sod, alone I lay. 

While fraught with glory died the glimmering day. 

11. 
The silence of a solemn hour was there. 

And there the lulling influence of repose, 
A gleaming beauty in the twilight air, 

A perfume from the wild herbs like the rose. 
And thro' the grass, with coil of snakish gloss. 
Curled the dun roots of autumn, fledged with moss. 

III. 
Among the fern, in brightest green arrayed, 

Chequered with saffron and vermilion stains. 
The furtive lizard in the sunlight strayed, 

Emitting lustre from its dappled veins ; 
In mid air droned the evening gnat its horn. 
An insect requiem o'er the hour forlorn. 
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IV. 

While gazing thus upon the sylvan calm, 
With, thoughts reverting to the age of old, 

When myths of marvel strewed the earth like balm, 
And gods were in the grove and in the wold, 

I sang in heart a lament for the day 

When dreams were doomed to death in Attica. 

V. 
for the forests of fair Arcady ! 

The Dryads dancing in the leafy dell ! 
for the umbrage of Pelasgic tree, 

With Hamadryads in the rind to dwell ! 
The sorrel trampled by the hoof of Faun ! 
The wood-nymph's gambol o'er the greenwood lawn ! 

VI. 

The reign of youthful Bacchus now no more 
Peoples the glade with sprites of antique grace ; 

The eedgy reed no longer to the core 

Thrills with the pipings lipped with quaint grimace ; 

No more shall syrinx sound about the boles. 

Or foot of Satyr 'fright Boeotian moles. 

VII. 

Pan with the riot of his rabble troop. 

Narcissus brooding o'er the fatal pool, 
Diana girded by a virgin group, 

Silenus reeling like the wine-king's fool. 
No more may wander thro' the Lesbian woods. 
Or break the stillness of their solitudes. 
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VIII. 

Thy jocund voice, Sylvanus, now is dumb! 

No cry of Dryope again may sound 
When the faint odour of the lotos bloom 

Floats with the zephyr o'er the Grecian ground ; 
E'en Ariadne's pensive love is o'er, 
Though guarded not by ghastly Minotaur. 

IX. 

Time was when thro' the dusky vales of Crete 
The linnet, pight with plumes of tawny gold, 

Within the thicket rustled till the sweet 
And fragile blossoms fluttered to the mould. 

Arousing from her lair among the weeds 

The dismal Lamia twined in rosy bredes : 

X. 

The woeful Lamia with her weeping eyes, 
The awful Lamia with her gaze of gloom, 

The serpent-demon garbed in ruddy dyes. 
Her horror shrouded in a radiant bloom, 

Where, hid beneath the stalks and fragrant bells. 

Lurked the live poison of earth's asphodels. 

XI. 

Tinle was, alas ! that time is now no more ! 

When the blue bunches of the melting vine. 
Pierced by the point of thyrsus, dripped with gore, 

The blood of Nature turned to bubbling wine, 
When deep libations stained th' empurpled sward. 
And hymns of rapture hailed the Forest Lord. 
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XII. 

The Lord of Forests and the joy of bards ! 

Whose palace roof was ribbed with beechen stems ; 
Whose chariots were harnessed to wild pards ; 

Whose slaves were crowned with starry diadems : 
Of fruitfulneas the frolic Godhead he ! 
The King of mime and rural pageantry ! 

XIII. 

Time was, but now that time is gone for aye, 
When bacchanalian orgies on the hills 

Made laughter oft reverberate to the sky, 
And fitful sandals kiss the babbling rills ; 

When, with tumultuous melody combined, 

lo ! lacche ! echoed on the wind ! 

XIV. 

When silver cymbals clashed, and ebon flutes 
Shrilled to the throbbing sound of nimble feet ; 

"\^'hen the sweet murmur of voluptuous lutes 
Made the glad riots of the night complete ; 

When virgin sighs with ecstacy were blent 

Ere the day glimmered in the Orient ; 

XV. 

When bright Bacchantes, with their flowing hair 
Adorned with grapes in clusters golden-green, 

Sang music like the June birds, while in air 
Eedundant summer o'er the land was seen ; 

When acorns rained where Lydian cowslips grew. 

And acorn-cups were brimmed with Lydian dew. 



ALETHEIA. 193 

XVI. 

that the Deities again might tread, 
With step colossal, on the deedal ground. 

What time the Day-God rolls his car o'erhead, 
And spreads the magic of his heams around ; 

When belted bees o'er blooming Latmos roTe 

To pilfer honey from the flowers they love. 

XVII. 

O that the shades of Pindus might arise. 

The Nymphs of vermeil lip and auburn tress ! 

that their shapes might greet our longing eyes. 
And scare the terrors of our loneliness ! 

Eecalling from th' abyss of years no more 

The glory of their greatness known of yore. 

XVIII. 

Then would Apollo strike the nerveful strings. 
The chords of gold that thrilled upon his lyre ; 

Then would lithe Hermes wave his arrowy wings. 
And Hymen light with brand the nuptial pyre, 

While Eros twanged the bow-thong, till the dart 

Drove the fleet passion quivering to the heart. 

XIX. 

Then Psyche in mid ether poised serene. 
Her raiubow-pinions fluttering in the sun, 

Would glance the darkness of the boughs between, 
Her white robes gleaming thro' the foliage dun, 

And o'er the scene celestial smile above. 

The spouse and gladness of enamoured Love. 

o 
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XX. 

Then, decked with poppies and autumnal com, 
Demeter drowned in sorrow all divine. 

In Enna's fruitful meads again would mourn 
The vanished splendours of her Proserpine, 

Bewailing o'er Cyane's gurgling well 

The doom that Dis had ravished into hell. 

XXI. 

Then, then young Flora's gently moulded head 
The purple garland of the rose would bind ; 

Then would the quince and apple yellow-red 
Be with Pomona's perfumed locks entwined ; 

Then earth the syrens of her heaven might see — 

The nine fair offspring of Mnemosyne. 

XXII. 

Clio with trumpet resonant of joy. 

Within her grasp the wide historic scroll ; 

Euterpe breathing thro' the shell for aye 
Music, that subtle language of the soul ; 

Terpsichore, the blithe and debonnair, 

Threading the dance, like blow-ball, on the air ; 

XXIII. 

Thalia clad in garments rich and quaint, 
The comic mask for ever in her hand ; 

Melpomene discoursing in proud plaint 
The tragic numbers of the buskined band ; 

Erato with the myrtle on her brow, 

Her voice in lyric sadness murmuring low ; 
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XXIV. 

And Polyhymnia, of song the Queen, 

Her tiar' flecked with pearls and sapphire-stones ; 
And meek Calliope, of noble mien, 

Whose accents fell in oratorio tones ; 
And, girt with constellations rayed with light, 
Urania, holy priestess of the night ! 

XXV. 

But dread reality has blighted all. 

The grandeur of romance, the pride of Greece ; 
The Muse no longer chaunts in Doric hall ; 

The Sibyl raves no more of war and peace ; 
No more the marble shudders at the spell 
In Delphic fane where groaned the Oracle. 

XXVI. 

Lost to the credence of a sceptic world, 

The deathful Parcss rule no more the strife ; 

No more round glowing spindles swift are whirled 
By Lachesis the threads of human life ; 

The distaff of grim Clotho now is nought : 

The shears of Atropos are all forgot. 

XXVII. 

Gone are the Gorgons like a dream of sin — 
Medusa with her bristling adders armed, 

Fierce Stheno yelling cries of horrent din, 
Euryale, whose glare to madness charmed. 

Their glamour blasted from the sacred land 

By godlike Perseus with flaming brand. 
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XXVIII. 

The Furies lapped in Lethe have expired — 
Tisiphone, with scourge of aspen thongs, 

And Megara, in grisly garb attired, 

And grim Alecto, with her serpent tongues ; 

Dead are the monsters of primeval days, 

The phantoms of the drear' Eumenides. 

XXIX. 

Crumbled to ashes are the hoary locks 

That bristled on the Grseae's vulpine skulls ; 

Pephredo's ghost the midnight gazer mocks, 
And nothingness Enyo's ire annuls ; 

Deino hath vanished with a shriek of woe 

Down to the darksome realms of death below. 

XXX. 

Yet with the Horrors of the Past have flown 
Its souls of glory and its fonns of grace ; 

Time hath not rent the Upas-root alone, 

And spared the blossoms of the cultured space ; 

Gone are the fays that once were wont to rove 

Thro' beaming garden and sequestered grove. 

XXX r. 
Neglected Ida mourns in sombre woe 

The naked Graces of the Paphian Queen, 
Its streamlets weeping to the glen below, 

Where the soft footprints of the Sylphs were seen, 
Where shone thro' latticed tendrils of old trees 
The carnal beauty of the Charites : 
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XXXII. 

Aglaia, witli her gorgeous curls of gold, 

Thalia, with her eyes of loving blue, 
And sweet Euphrosyne, of dainty mould. 

Her red lip lustrous with a honey-dew : 
Their full luxuriance revealed to man, 
Till o'er his frame a throbbing languor ran. 

XXXIII. 

Forgotten are the rosy-fingered Hours — 

Eunomia the virgin of the Spring, 
Aye strewing from her lap the vernal flowers, 

The blooms like butterflies of gaudy wing. 
The cowslips budding where the breezes pant 
Along the grass so green and germinant ! 

xxxiv. 
And wanton Dice in the shady dells, 

Her limbs impassioned with the summer glow ; 
And cold Irene crowned with icicles. 

Her royal ermine wrought from winter snow ; 
The gentle three by whose light touch were drawn 
The cloudy curtains of the purpling dawn. 

XXXV. 

A direful ban the twofold world divides ; 

Amidst the Known the dark Unknown must sleep. 
While palpitant on earth, like ocean-tides — 

Those gurging pulses of the solemn deep — 
Oblivion rolls its dull, unpitying wave 
O'er lands, of men the home, of gods the grave. 
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XXXVI. 

Awake ! ye slumbering So-vereigns of the Sea ! 

Arise ! ye mystic Monarolis of the Globe ! 
Let the round orb again with glory be 

Endued as with a pure, seraphic robe ! 
Spout forth, ye fountains of celestial light ! 
Eeturn, ye lovely visions of the night ! 

XXXVII. 
Like salamander, yet anew, alive, 

From flames funereal issue to the day ! 
Like phoenix, from its ashen dust revive 

The lustre of your grandeur past away ! 
Let incantations summon all to bliss 
From the fell terrors of the weird abyss. 

XXXVIII. 

Down from the violet arch of eastern skies 
Descend, refulgent shadows of delight ! 

Up from the glad ^gean depths arise. 

From ruby caverns bathed in sea-green light ! 

Flash, like the sunbeams, from the boiling surf! 

Bud, like the bluebells, from th' enamelled turf! 

XXXIX. 

Come from the cool retreats of matted pine. 
Where the lone owlet flits in evening gray ; 

Come from Olympic banquets, where the wine 

Was quaffed from crystal goblets bound with bay ; 

Where asphodels adorned th' eternal mead, 

And nectar streamed from bowl of Ganymede. 
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XL. 

Give back the beings of thy pride, sphere ! 

The lordly phantoms of a fleeting age ; 
! let once more their statures vast appear ; 

Let poesy reclaim its heritage ! 
Grant the grand boon my lowly lips beseech 
With meek emotion and with falt'ring speech. 

XLI. 

Let Earth renew the marvels of her prime 

When Vestals trimmed the lamps of secret prayer — 

Their perfect lives a lorn and loveless time 
Of cynic pomp and luxury austere : 

Come to our hearths, ye mild Penates, come ! 

Eeturn, ye tender Lares of our home ! 

XLII. 

Again the ^Egis of your strength extend 
O'er roots where roaring cataracts rejoice ; 

O'er fertile valleys where the rivers bend. 

And drowse the meadows with their liquid voice 

Again, when tinkling raindrops cease to flow. 

Let Iris glitter on prismatic bow. 

XLIII. 

Prom the dark concave of the spangled night 
The sounds of melody like incense fling, 

That then Virginity, with keen delight, 
Her gay epithalamium-song may sing ; 

To soothe the day-worn from the pangs of care, 

Let opiates fill, like dew, the tranquil air. 
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XLIV. 

Drive o'er the billows in the raging Winds, 
Let JEolus give impulse to the storms, 

When the huge breakers, on the beach that binds 
The foaming surges, hide their beetling forms ; 

Let Boreas boom along his boist'rous path 

Till heav'n re-echo with his giant wrath. 

XLV. 

Or, when the curlew wheels with sullen clang, 
When tempests breed along the scowling main. 

When looming thunder-clouds o'er ocean hang. 
Let Auster hold his melancholy reign ; 

Let plaintive Eurus, with his joyous throng, 

Chaunt with blithe Zephyrus the boughs among. 

XLVI. 

Rise, phrenzied Aquilo, when mom hath past, 
And trample forest oaks with flying feet. 

Come, frigid Corus, on the autumn blast, 

And blow thro' brittle leaves the drifting sleet ; 

Or, roused with mutt'ring anguish from thy caves, 

^^'innow, sad Africus, adown the waves. 

XLVII. 

Appear, ye wan Cabiri, and allay 
The recreant ire of elemental strife ; 

Let fleet Solanus flutter o'er the spray, 

With bird-nest pendant, or with fruitage rife. 

His breath oft stealing, like a kiss to each — 

The darkling damson, or the luscious peach. 
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XLVIII. 

Burst from the tombs of Erebus, ye Dead ! 

From Hades come, ye souls of heroes gone ! 
When, thro' the haze of waning sunset shed, 

The twinkling ray of Hesperus hath shone. 
Let Somnus now his poppies deftly heap, 
And Morphean fancies gild the gloom of sleep. 

XLIX. 

Dffimon of virtuous and chastening sway ! 

Assume again thy wonted garb of awe, 
Let nations in unconscious fear obey — 

Thy will their empire, and thy word their law ; 
Though other Godheads to their doom be hurled, 
Survive, thou gentle Genius of the world ! 

L. 

Daemon abhorred for deeds of evil fame ! 

Cause of wild passions and delirious grief, 
Sink to destruction, perish e'en thy name — ■ 

That leprous blot upon the old belief ! 
Fall ! — thy sole guerdon and thine only bliss — 
The avenging falchion of great Nemesis. 

LI. 

Ye faultless models of symmetric grace, 
Ye prototypes of art in sculptured stone, 

Give to the globe again your mighty race ! 
Breathe like the statue of Pygmalion ! 

Stir in your granite bed ; with throes of joy 

Arise, ye golden dreams, from life's alloy ' 
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LII. 

The spell hath found its echo in the past : 

The invocation, like a wizard's wand, 
Hath beckoned to the unseen world at last, 

And burst from iron Death the awful bond : 
Out from the womb of ages, born anew. 
The dazzling Godheads flood the holy blue. 

LIII. 

No more hath Nature now a desert spot, 

No more the forests stand in lonely strength. 

For bright immortals have resumed their lot. 

Their smiles have lightened all our shades at length ; 

Drowned are Creation's moods of stern distress 

By sentience of a beauty bodiless. 

LIV. 

In grottoes where the brawling fountains play. 
The pensive Naiads smooth the ringlet brown ; 

Where hills are silvered with the flowers of May, 
The Oreads pour a ductile pleasure down ; 

Potamides o'er purling brooks preside, 

And thro' the dales the rare Napaese glide. 

LV. 

When Phc8bus,with supernal hues around 
His regal forehead, drops adown the "West, 

When braying conch-shells of the Tritons sound 
O'er blood-red billows heaving into rest, 

On dolphins fair Nereides, reclined. 

Are trailing varied garlands to the wind. 
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LVI. 

When fresh Aurora opes the ken of morn, 
Her carraine portents streaking all the East, 

The Pleiads gleam again in forms forlorn — 
The sad Atlantides from heav'n released 

Merope, dim amidst the glittering group, 

And Maia, empress of the starry troop, 

LVII. 

Again the Pythoness, by rage distraught, 
Eeveals the future with prophetic tongue, 

Her Godbom phrenzy unto madness wrought. 
Her lab'ring breast with dire convulsions wrung. 

Wisdom emerging from her mind's eclipse, 

Life or destruction from her writhing lips. 

LVIII. 

Loud on the land of Greeks resound once more 
The steps triumphant of the Hero-Gods — 

Colossal shapes her rooky bosom bore 
Ere Saturn had resigned his royal rods, 

When Terra flourished in the grateful sense 

Of Ehea and her lord's omnipotence. 

LIX. 

Where Alpheus, rolling from the black ravine. 
Spreads forth his bubbles to the rushy lea. 

Long ere his wavelets reach the emerald brine, 
And meet the copious currents of the sea. 

False Arethusa hath again withstood 

The warm embraces of the amorous flood. 
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LX. 

His torn nets lying on the shell-ribbed sands, 
His nerves enraptured by the potent grass, 

Forsaking in disdain forgotten lands, 

Brave Glaucus thro' the parting main doth pass : 

He roves where Amphitrite's court hath been, 

Thro' azure halls and pillars submarine — 

LXI. 

'Neath coral domes where water-flags unfurl, 
O'er amber floors enamelled like the lawn — 

Their kingcup topaz, and their daisy pearl. 
Their roses rubies ruddy as the dawn. 

And opals with the valley-lilies' sheen 

Sprinkling the tangles of the seaweed green. 

LXII. 

Prone on the soil in all his bulk of strength. 
Again Orion bites the dust in death, 

And, quivering still thro' all his cumbrous length. 
To scorpion-sting expires his latest breath ; 

Yet, dead in flesh, transfigured to the skies. 

The stellar-belted champion never dies. 

LXIII. 

His body swathed in moonbeams, like a veil 
Of silver radiance o'er his rosy limbs, 

Endymion sighs his passion to the gale 

When not a cloudlet Cynthia's crest bedims : 

His temples smooth the vervain tendrils bind. 

Like marble bust with scarlet jasmine twined. 
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LXIV. 

Among the shrubs, where dewy drops depend, 
By biting frosts to beaded ice congealed, 

His pliant knee proud Phaon now doth bend. 
Beneath the straggling lettuce-leaf concealed ; 

While Taoita, with finger on her mouth, 

Delays the thawing breezes of the south. 

LXV. 

But now, from dear Hellenic tales upborne. 

Imagination wafts my soul afar. 
Where arid tracks of Ethiop' ever mourn 

Gods that to man their olden creeds debar, 
Where, 'midst the desolation, rear like cliffs 
The structures scarred with ghostly hieroglyphs. 

LXVI. 

The Sphinx is there, the lone, eternal Sphinx, 
That solemn image of a darksome reign! 

Scanning in dreadful beauty, like the lynx. 
With glaring eyeball, all the level plain : 

Ages and nations pass, yet calm distress 

Glooms from her brow across the wilderness. 

LXVII. 

Gray breaks the morning, till with mellowed light 

The orange merges into crimson hues ; 
The darkness o'er the distance wings its flight 

Where'er the beamy rays of dawn diffuse ; 
And, clanging, gurgling, with metallic tone. 
The choral daybeams touch the vital stone : 



206 ALETHEIA. 

LXVIII. 

A canticle divine to mortal ear, 

The wordless sounds from Memnon's head emerge, 
Like breathings from an agate dulcimer, 

In joy an anthem, and in woe a dirge ; 
Their chords, where Pharaohs in their shrouds are hid, 
Eeverberate round the stalwart pyramid. 

LXIX. 

And at the accents come the Lords of old — 
Great Isis heralded with horn and drum. 

And grand Osiris in gray mists enrolled — 
Out from the gulph of centuries they come I 

Apis, whose visage still the wild alarms. 

And Bel, bedight in all the pomp of aims. 

LXX. 

While yet revolving all the myths of yore 
That held dominion o'er Egyptian wastes, 

On Fancy's buoyant plumes again I soar. 
Again to Phocian mount my vision hastes — 

The steep of high Parnassus, where the neigh 

Of Pegasus resounds to heaven for aye. 

LXXI. 

Again with bounding heart I muse alone 

Where demigods once more in might are seen, 

Where 'midst the jasper crags of Helicon, 
With tinkling ripple flows the Hippocrene — 

The rivulet whose clear, ambrosial draught 

Homeric bards from Hebe's chalice quaffed. 
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LXXII. 

In Tempo's quiet valley, where the roe, 
With silver hoof, and nostrils dainty red, 

Stirs thro' the matted thicket to and fro. 

Dry branches snapping with its antlered head, 

A murm'rous noise of gushing concord pants 

Prom brassy timbrels and from loud battants. 

LXXIII. 

The dulcet tones Amphion's hands evoke, 
In mirthful harmony, from vibrant wires ; 

The wild bewailing that, like sobbings, broke 
From Orpheus roaming thro' perennial fires, 

When pale Eiirydice 'mid yell and hiss 

Heard the loved summons in the damned abyss. 

LXXIV. 

So sweet, so plaintive from the glen arose 

The soft pulsations of the vocal air ; 
And now, so grateful is that glen's repose, 

That e'en Vacuna might lie tranquil there — 
The languid Deity whose senses fell 
When hushed to slumber by the corded shell. 

LXXV. 

There, thro' its bladed broidery, the ground 
Sprouts forth the symbols of the votive throng ; 

There yellow leaflets circle lightly round 

With hail-like hawthorn-berries strown along ; 

There gay Tithonus, 'mid the verdant mass, 

A blithe cicada, twitters in the grass. 
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LXXVI. 

There, sailing o'er tlie solitary glades, 

Her vesture flowing as a fleecy cloud. 
Fair Nephele hath chilled the chequered shades 

Down-pouring where the woody larch hath bowed; 
And there, his feathers tipped with molten dyes, 
Dedalion like a gaudy falcon flies. 

LXXVII. 

There bulbous roots are budding greenly thro' 

The mould's nutritious moisture ; there the blooms. 

Drenched with the riches of the midnight dew. 
And reeking from ripe petals their perfumes, 

Blow on the bough, and glitter on the sod. 

Great Nature's Fine Arts, and the Gems of God. 

LXXVIII. 

Flowers of rare loveliness in form and hue 
Impart a varied splendour to the sward, 

From gorgeous dahlia down to modest rue, 
Whate'er th' expansions of the germs afford ; 

Creatures transmuted by some power above 

To velvet blossoms fraught with fleshly love. 

LXXIX. 

The Crocus with its bursting cup of gold 

In name and being all the poet tells : 
The Hyacinth long time a stripling bold 

Now changed to veined stalks and fragile bells ; 
The white Narcissus with its lemon eye 
StiE gazing on the lake's lucidity. 
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LXXX. 

The purple-red Anemone that bore 

The sanguine hue of dead Adonis' blood ; 

The gaudy Sunflower with its seeded core 
That turns where'er Glytia's daybeams flood ; 

The pale Acanthus lipped with amber tinge 

That hides a life beneath its curling fringe. 

LXXXI. 

The natural cloisters of the Piny grove, 

Where Pithys moaned in sorrow without stint, 

Where oft in cool seclusion Menta throve. 
Shedding aroma from the wrinkled Mint ; 

The gaunt Heliades, tall Poplars grown. 

Their leaflets dripping amber globules down. 

LXXXH. 

There Phyllis, covert in the Almond bough, 
Flings her pink foliage to the eddying wind ; 

There Myrrha stands in blasted fragrance now, 
Her life-drops oozing from the rifted rind ; 

There Daphne, latent in the Laurel spray. 

Prepares the chaplet for the festal day. 

' LXXXIII. 

Light waves the Linden where, beneath the rind, 

Philyra's passion pulsates with the sap ; 
Dark lowers the Yew that yet with aspect kind 

Doth cherish Smilax in its leafy lap ; 
While Leucothoe, with delight intense. 
Is rocked on branches yielding Frankincense. 
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LXXXIV. 

Broad spreads the umbrageous Oak, whose knotted bole 
The fern in feathered verdure nestles round, 

Whose glutinous apples on the greensward roll, 
Where podded acorns strew the dipping ground, 

Whose hospitable arms Philemon clasp, 

Near Baucis harboured in more gentle grasp. 

LXXXV. 

Mj'con, the gladsome but ill-fated swain, 
A scarlet Corn-flag in the bramble flaunts ; 

Chaste Lotos, floating on the pool again. 
With Water-Lily decks the rustic haunts ; 

And Cyparissus, where his woes have been. 

Frowns thro' the Cypress o'er the sylvan scene. 

LXXXVI. 

Where Thisbe bleeds upon the gnarMd root, 
Under the umbrage of the trysting tree. 

The lavish Mulberry drops its melting frait, 
Eedder and richer than the wine-vat's lee : 

There suicidal Pyramus complains, 

Flushed with the ruddy ebbing of his veins. 

LXXXVU. 

There, when the swollen fig is ripely hung, 

Hid by its canopy of verdurous leaves, 
And while black cherries from the branch are flung, 

The bird the plum of all its bloom bereaves, 
A quail, Latona, then in sombre mood. 
Guides the first flutterings of her callow brood. 
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LXXXVIII. 

There in the cedar warbles Philomel 

Her juggling cadence of ecstatic grief; 
There from her throat her hosom-throbs impel 

The notes that come like gushes of relief; 
Her soul dissolving in melodious moan, 
She chaunts the dirge of love — unseen — alone. 

LXXXIX. 

And deeper yet within the dingle raised, 
StiU hath the Temple of the Virtues stood — 

The sacred fane where votaries have praised 
The grand Ideals of the wise and good : 

Their ivory statues, fretted o'er with gold, 

Chryselephantine, shine from Phidian mould. 

xc. 
Still, on the tesselated pavement based, 

Gleam from their pedestals those forms divine. 
With pied carnations still their brows are graced. 

Still smokes the sacrifice before the shrine ; 
While thro' the parsley and the salted meal, 
Like gyres of prayer, thick clouds of incense steal. 

xci. 
Each in her wonted posture, stand erect 

Those bright embodiments of moral worth : — 
Far-seeing Temperance, whose smiles reject 

All sensual aspirations, — from whose girth 
Depends the bridle of symbolic grace. 
Hinting the truth that beams upon her face ; 
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XCII. 

Severe, but placid, witli an equal poise, 

Stem Justice holds the balance in her hand ; 

And Fortitude, while pain her peace destroys, 
Leans for support upon her sheathless brand ; 

There glows sweet Clemency of tender sway. 

Whose olive tokens wrathful realms obey ; 

XCIII. 

Scarce covered with a thin, transparent vest. 
Calm Honesty reveals her candid mien ; 

Pale Modesty, with timorous head deprest, 

Clasps the full veil her hidden breasts between ; 

While staid Devotion plenteous grains hath thrown. 

Prom steaming censer, on the altar stone ; 

xciv. 
Prudence, with accurate measure in her grasp, 

Points to the semblance of the orb terrene ; 
Health, with her golden bowl and spangled asp, 

Eules with invigorating power the scene ; 
Propped on a broken column, where the bee 
Eifles the wallflower, broods Tranquillity : 

XCT. 

There Liberty uplifts her haughty spear. 

Her forehead 'compassed by the Phrygian cap ; 

There Gaiety doth staunch the briny tear. 
Yielding a solace to each harsh mishap ; 

And there, within the sanctuary enshrined. 

Doth Honour wield dominion o'er the mind. 
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xcvi. 
Such the creations that to life awoke, 

When from the earth recoiling floods were drawn, 
When o'er his swerving shoulder flew the rock 

Hurled by the vigour of Deucalion, 
When Pyrrha, with bewitching potence, drew 
Shapes from the marl like verdure from the dew. 

XCVII. 

Such were the forms that, embryo in the sand. 
Started to being with the breath divine, 

Like pearls uprooted from a lonely strand. 
Or silver summoned from a darksome mine. 

When Tellus nurtured with maternal milk 

The seeds of adamant and germs of silk ; 

XC^rill. 
When Coelus, spreading over Kox his might, 

Engendered in her womb the teeming stars ; 
When Themis, fanned by breezes of delight, 

Circled the sphere with Seasons in their cars, 
Drawing abundance from the fattened land. 
From Edom spice, and gum from Samarcand. 

XCIX. 

From the dread Chaos of those elder times. 
When Tethys, waking from eternal sleep. 

Espoused Oceanus in orient climes, 
Eeigning primeval rulers of the deep. 

Emerged those maidens of a guileless age 

In awe so lovely, and in youth so sage. 



214 ALETHEIA. 

C. 

Epochs and empires now have passed away, 
And generations withered into dust, 

Since first the universe, with wild dismay. 
Beheld the primal God's ungodly lust. 

Since kingdoms, ravaged by the flames of love, 

Shook to the throbbings of Olympian Jove. 

CI. 

But nations now have felt the novel force 
Of deities, more gentle than their sires. 

And halcyon cycles, with benignant course. 
Have rolled where'er the soul of man aspires ; 

And mortals, to immortals grown, have burst 

The dreadful bondage of a life accurst. 

CII. 

Beings celestial o'er the earth suspend 
Their subtle influence of boon or ill. 

Throughout society their laws extend — 

Triumphant once, those laws are victors still ; 

Millions their subjects, and their doom their toil. 

Goodness they chronicle, and vice assoil. 

cm. 
No haunt too lowly for those fays benign, 

No palace dome too richly carved by art — 
With easeful luxury they feast supine, 

Or strive with workers in the roaring mart ; 
Alike they live where eagles soar aloft, 
Or sparrows nestle in the garden croft. 
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CIV. 

Orchards, knee-deep in herbage, bow below 
The genial sceptre that Vertumnus wields ; 

While fond Priapus, when the flowerets blow, 
Woos the fair concubine in wanton fields. 

His banquet fruit, his cup a dappled bell, 

The tulip here, and here the jargonel. 

cy. 
Her benedictions o'er the wedded twain 

Volumna lips in syllables sedate ; 
While Vitula inspires the festal train, 

Till all their momentary joys dilate, 
Till words are buoyant with the wings of wit, 
When o'er the board the midnight lamp is lit. 

ovi. 
Hard by the precincts of the judgment-seat 

Astrsea proffers the judicial scales, 
Her trenchant blade reposing at her feet. 

To cut the knot when litigation fails ; 
Fortuna veers, where commerce drives apace, 
Her horn's repletion o'er the trading race. 

cvu. 
And o'er the cornucopian plenty hangs 

Plutus the avaricious, blind and halt. 
Gathering the guerdons with his greedy fangs, 

Yet grudging to the meagre meal its salt ; 
In different mood, and, with abounding wUes, 
Momus decoys the riches with his smiles. 
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CVIH. 

Health on his visage, vigour in his thews, 
And drugs medicinal within his palm, 

Wise ^sculapius, where the pain-worn rnes 
The twinge of agony, instils the balm ; 

Child of his loins, and handmaid of his craft, 

Hygeia wrests from Death the poisoned shaft. 

cix. 
But when grim Mors resistless deals the blow — • 

The grisly skeleton with ruthless scythe — 
When life's warm stream is scarcely felt to flow, 

When in despair the pallid victims writhe. 
Then Naenia holds the sable pall aloof, 
And funeral ravens flutter round the roof. 

ex. 
In wrathful battle while Bellona dares. 

With strength defiant, all the woes of war. 
While drums reverb'rate and the trumpet blares. 

While the full shock of arms is heard afar, 
'Midst dire concussions then are brandished high 
The trophies torn from hosts by Victory. 

CXI. 

Tranquil the homesteads where Concordia steals 
With meek, conciliative sway along; 

Nature no vestige of her charm conceals. 
But all her days their loveliness prolong ; 

Peace floods the landscape with a triple sense 

Of youth, serenity, and innocence. 
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CXII. 

Dull the debauch where vile Cotytto lowers. 

Or where Mutinus jests with leer obscene, 
But Oh ! seductive the licentious powers 

That soft Voluptas wields with might serene ; 
And, darker than Cimmerian gloom, the gaze 
Of baleful Ate maddens and dismays. 

CXIII. 

More solemn yet, in evil night disclosed, 

Lavema lures the robber to his spoil ; 
Her gory hand in ghastly rage opposed 

To legal gain, she twines the potent coil — 
The mesh of crime that grapples in its fold 
The mild, the fierce, the cunning, and the bold. 

ex IV. 

Ills thus malignant from the casket flew, 

When first Pandora raised the fatal lid, 
And from those ills prolific sorrows grew. 

Of which the globe no deed may ever rid — 
Sorrows the anguish of whose pangs alone 
Congealed the weeping Niobe to stone. 

cxv. 
What though the ball coeval with the skies. 

High o'er the back of burly Atlas borne. 
Hath lost for aye its old amenities. 

By infamy of all its grandeur shorn — 
\Vhat though its pristine light hath left the sun, 
Since solar steeds were reined by Phaeton — 
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CXVI. 

Some glimmer of its ancient pride remains, 
Some refluent glory gilds the subject sphere, 

The sap still circulates in verdant veins 
Where'er the vivifying beams appear, 

And Autumn, from his crucible sublime. 

Pours forth his treasures in the track of Time. 

ex VI I. 
The world's right alchemy reveals no blank, 

Its poets turning meanest things to gold. 
Still culling from the loftiest, lowliest rank 

Metal more potable than books foretold ; 
Though bullion dearer to the mass may be, 
Earth's truest gold is Nature's poetry. 

CXVIIl. 

Thoughts of more splendour than the precious ore 
That Midas touched to being with his hand. 

Steal thro' the bosom to life's inmost core — 
Those breathed emotions of the bardic band : 

Words where the beating heart, in hush of night, 

Throbs to the rhythm with divine delight. 

ex IX. 
Thus jocund Comus waves his staff malign. 

Thronging the pulses with delusive joy, 
Binding Debauchery in haste condign 

With treacherous spells that soon the soul destroy ; 
Poisoning the wanderer with draughts of fate, 
Charmed to obedience in his chair of state. 
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CXX. 

Thus too doth Circe level to the brutes 

The mind's divinity; reduced to swine, 
Her grovelling court each sanguine sage refutes 

Who terms the human race a lordly line : 
That line, detected like a thing untrue, 
Betrays in squalor what to boasts accrue — 

cxxi. 
Dearth to the wisdom of a vaunted brain, 

Meanness to majesty with scorn elate. 
Thirst to the drunkard, insult to the vain. 

Irksome contrition to the profligate, 
And pains unnumbered of pernicious force 
Scourging the passions with a keen remorse. 

CXXII. 

So sad experience taught the island Queen, 
Amorous Calypso, lasting though her crown, 

When from Ogygia sail-bent masts were seen. 
Bearing to Ithaca her Lord's renown ; 

And, when with fame the valiant victor fled, 

Eepentance hovered round her royal head. 

CXXIII. 

Not since the hour when, on the dungeoned rock, 
Prometheus clanked his manacles, and strove 

To loom triumphant thro' the thund'rous shock. 
Black with the lightning-bolts of awful Jove ; 

Not since the hour when Caucasus displayed 

The conquered captive in his woes arrayed ; 
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CXXIV. 

Ilath man more dauntless trod the quaking ground 
Than he, the sire of one whose princely fate — 

A pilgrimage of love by duty bound — 
The eulogists of Mentor oft relate ; 

The monarch all whose meeds of strife were won 

From Trojan foe, and flaming Ilion. 

CXXT. 

Companion in puissance, and in arms, 
Equal in valour, of his pride compeer. 

The son of Thetis, 'rousing wild alarms. 
Hurtles on Pelion his bickering spear ; 

Calm though the shade, the quailing crowd descries 

A God's defiance in his blazing eyes. 

CXXVI. 

One only hero 'midst the mighty throng 
Greater than these his passive bulk uprears, 

And bards the glory of his acts prolong 
Far o'er the horizon of receding years ; 

Vaster in stature than the Titan tribe. 

His works not Uranus could e'er proscribe. 

CXXVII. 

O Hercules ! thy name shall ne'er be dim. 
But burn thro' ages like a beacon torch. 

Lifting Ambition to Creation's brim. 
Guiding its minions to th' heroic porch ; 

Labours so matchless earth shall never bear, 

Till emulation dwindle to despair. 
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CXXVIII. 

Stars may have burst like bubbles in the skj% 
And planets hissed to ruin thro' the gloom, 

Since, with an air of sovereign mystery, 
The Hero-God fulfilled his fearful doom, 

Yet, each by each, his marvels still return. 

Vivid as tracery on Etruscan urn. 

oxxix. 
Held in his grasp the lion groans anew, 

Crushed in the stressful tension of his strength. 
Where green Nemea, wet with spangling dew, 

Flings forth its boughs in all their trailing length ; 
Or, dashing Lernean Hydra's heads around, 
With blood-rills saturates the trampled ground. 

cxxx. 
Again across the ferny moor he speeds. 

Grappling the agile stag in woven toils, 
Its brazen hoofs impressed upon the meads, 

Its spiral horns enwreathed in golden coils. 
Or, where in Erymanthus gleams the steel. 
The wild boar foams beneath his grinding heel. 

cxxxi. 
Thro' the foul structure, where the Elian horse 

Eeturn from pageants to their beds of mire, 
Th' Augean torrents, swerving from their course, 

With all his fierce audacity conspire ; 
Next, too, the prey of cruel power are his — 
The flesh-fed birds that croaked in Stymphalis. 
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CXXXII. 

With arms more sinewy than elastic thongs, 
He captures now the raging bull of Crete ; 

And now, the champion of forgotten wrongs, 
He wreaks a vengeance sudden and complete • 

On the vile herd of Diomede abhorred — 

The mares that battened on Creation's lord. 

CXXXIII. 

But lo ! evolved by dreams of ancient days, 
The Amazons resume their gleaming mail, 

Again the horror of their wrath dismays 

The hearts that shudder, and the cheeks that pale ; 

Yet, all undaunted, 'midst the martial scene, 

He rends her girdle from the warlike Queen. 

cxxxiv. 
The solitudes of Gades next resound 

As with the din of mad, contending brands, 
When thro' the sombre air the strokes rebound. 

Dealt by his club of brass with brawny hands ; 
While the huge monster, Geryon, swoons below 
The dizzy anguish of each sullen blow. 

cxxxv. 
There too, within a pen of witolled ash. 

The flocks carnivorous in durance bleat ; 
And next, where round the triremes billows lash. 

He wanders with the Aigonautic fleet 
In quest, like Jason, of the costly fleece. 
When false Medea blurred" the fame of Greece. 
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CXXXVI. 

Out from the strange adventure grows unmarred 

A bravery that never fear doth blench 
As on volcanic brink by lava scarred 

The blossom buds amidst the sulphurous stench, 
Thus from the fair Hesperides he brings 
The apples guarded by its dragon-wings. 

cxxxvii. 
He comes, despite the daughters of the West, 

Though ^gle threatens from the daring theft, 
Though Erytheia rears her horrent crest. 

Of wonted beauty for the hour bereft. 
E'en though Hestia, with seductive charms. 
Tempts him to dalliance in her longing arms. 

cxxxviii. 
But latest, darkest, direst of them all — 

Those twelve wild exploits of an age remote — 
He drags to light, from Pluto's scowling hall, 

The grisly ban-dog with the triple throat ; 
Sounding the black abysm of Death and Crime 
With the bold plummet of a Will sublime. 

cxxxix. 
Loud roars thro' Tartarus the hell-bom blast, 

A voice of torture 'mid the blinding gloom. 
When, all the perils, of Avernus past, 

He breasts the whirlwind like a fell simoom. 
Till, wafted o'er the Stygian wave, he doles 
The coin that Charon wrings from vanquished souls. 
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CXL. 

By th' accursed stream of Phlegethon, 

Where the rank sedges taint the stagnant air, 

By Lethe, where the turgid ripples moan 

O'er the drowned memories of the dead, and where 

The banks of Acheron repel their tides. 

On thro' impenetrable night he glides. 

cxu. 
He dares the cruel torments of the court 

O'er which Hell's despot, Ehadamanthus, rules ; 
Defying Hecate in a rash disport, 

He tempts destruction 'midst her fiery pools, 
And, seizing with athletic gripe his prize, 
Sustains grim Cerberus to the upper skies. 

CXLII. 

Deep in those nether regions, where the grave 
Eeveals its spectral inmates to the sight ; 

Where stark Lemures issue forth and rave, 
Startling the shadowy concourse with aifright. 

Still there th' abortive horrors crowd the field. 

In all their loathed monstrosity revealed : 

CXLIIl. 

Vast Gyges, with his hundred talons spread. 
Like bristling network on the rotting sward ; 

Briareus, from whose grimy brows are shed 
The scornful glances of his gaze abhorred. 

And Argus, vigilant with innumerous eyes. 

Still symbolled in the dappled peacock's dyes; 
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CXLIV. 

EoMdna, charged with venom like a snake, 
Her face seductive in its beauteous form ; 

And Monychus, from whose strung tendons break, 
With the strange tumult of an eddying storm, 

Th' uprooted forests, from their mountains rent, 

Bough, leaf, and trunk in crashing chaos blent ; 

CXLV. 

Chimsera, dreadly shod with iron woe, 
The foulest phantom of the vicious tribe ; 

And Gryphons, like the Dira3, to and fro, 

Swarming in myriads tongue could ne'er describe ; 

The Centaurs, dragged from Ossa down to die ; 

The hideous Cyclops, with the baleful eye — 

CXLVI. 

But up, exultant from the demon-realm, 
My soul, from subterranean thraldom free, 

Doth follow Hope, as to the moving helm 
The keel, obedient, ploughs the subject sea ; 

And, where the orchies drink the purple light. 

Again the Godheads greet th' enraptured sight. 

CXLVII. 

Prom the blue margin of the island nymph, 
Young, frolic Ma, clad in laughing green ; 

From bosky dells where Phasis pours the lymph, 
A limpid mirror for the fertile scene, 

ThosQ spirits haste to where the mounts arise 

In calm columnar grandeur to the skies. 

Q 
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CXLVIII. 

From Calpe, hoar witli pinnacles of snow, 
From Abila, encased in sparry stone, 

From billowy ice to meads where sun rays glow. 
From the chill arctic to the torrid zone, 

They gleam, they flash in argent air displayed, 

Those glimmering deities in pomp arrayed. 

CXLIX. 

The Hyades, the stars of throbbing sheen, 
Born from the torment of sororal woe. 

There, in celestial radiance still are seen, 
Gold orbs that thro' cerulean darkness glow, 

Phabla, fairer than the nymphs of Thrace, 

Filled with the charms of grief's electric grace ; 

CL. 

Ambrosia, childlike in her maiden shame. 
With cheek all blushes and with lip all love ; 

Eudora, trembling thro' her lithesome frame. 
As fond, yet timorous, as a turtle-dove ; 

Serene Polyxo, and, whom Zephyrs kissed, 

Coronis, wreathed with lilac amethyst. 

CLI. 

Happy the lands where war nor peace are known. 
But where Arcadians dance in festive rings, 

Where, down from heav'n the Cathari have flown. 
To taste the flavour of Castalian springs ; 

And happy those o'er whose habitual mood 

Charis hath poured her full beatitude. 
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CLII. 

A sense of ravishment like this was thine, 

beautiful CEnone ! ere the hour 
When, borne by tempests from the seething brine, 

Big clouds of doom o'er Ida's mount did lower, 
When Paris died thy aching heart beneath. 
That heart that soon the dagger's blade would sheath. 

CLIII. 

Less anguish, but more joy, has still suiFused 
Thy pleasant hills, CoUina ! where the plum 

Thro' breathless silence drops, its ripeness bruised 
By purple boughs that yield their yolk of gam, 

Where withered leaves, yet crisp with Autumn-gold, 

In show'rs are tinkling on the frozen mould. 

CLIV. 

When first the mother, with creative thrill. 

Doth feel new pulses quicken into life, 
Egeria, with siiblime, vivific skill. 

Prepares the plastic nerves for earthly strife. 
Till, with fond blessings lipped in accents mild, 
Eevered Lucina greets the new-born child. 

CLV. 

Illithyia, by its cradled sleep, [dream. 

Then croons the chaunt that haunts the nursling's 
Then to its pillowed rest doth Nascio creep, 

Where the night taper sheds a flickering beam, 
And calm Levana, with her hand divine 
Hallows that lull so weak and infantine. 
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CLVI. 

But when the senses, flushed with years, discern 

The sweet necessities of ardent youth. 
When in the heart the flames of passion burn. 

And simple beauty lights the torch of truth. 
Strange yearnings for some unknown joy arise. 
And Domiducus reigns thro' mysteries. 

CLTII. 

He reigns, that solace of serenest hours. 
Whose creed abhors the Vestal's barren life, 

When laughing Loves precede with pattering flow'rs 
The joyful husband and the gentle wife. 

Fides deserts for once her honoured loom, 

And Murtia feasts on wedlock's fleeting bloom. 

CLvm. 
A span too narrow marks the mortal track — 

Sad as the smile that sparkles thro' the tear ; 
And at the thought, how Memory travels back 

From the blithe cradle to the solemn bier ! 
Eevive, thou Thought ! the while I strike the lyre 
Strung with mine own heart-strings, like corded fire. 

CLIX, 

Life I mystic Life ! thou art but as a Eay 

Of God's great splendour shot thro' carnal things ; 

A beam that, kindling sentience in dull clay, 
Creates an angel, wanting only vrings ; 

Thy flight an instant, and thy light a gleam 

That gilds each ripple on Time's troubled stream. 
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CLX. 

Life, beauteous Life ! thou art but as a Flower 
Whose latent germ to sudden verdure blooms ; 

Of earth the ornament, of heav'n the dower. 
Death crops thee in thy noon of rich perfumes ; 

And, ravished from their roots, thy blossoms rise 

To shed their fragrance in the radiant skies. 

CLXI. 

Life, glittering Life ! thou art but as a Gem 
Borne from the billows of the awful deep, 

To deck in turns th' imperial diadem 

And russet cap of those who sow or reap ; 

Though shattered all thy form to worthless grains. 

The gorgeous halo of thy hue remains. 

CLXII. 

Life, changeful Life ! thou art but as a Dream, 

Full of false pleasures and illusive woe, 
A vision such as 'wildered sophists deem 

A problem whose solution none can know ; 
And when destruction's pang thy torpor breaks, 
The soul not slumbers, but from sleep awakes. 

CLXIII. 

Then weep no more, ye mourners for the dead ! 

Nor sadden their grass-graves with sorrow's cloud ; 
No lengthened sufferings wrack that nerveless head ; 

No cold heart throbs beneath that sullen shroud ; 
Corruption soars not where their spirits go ; 
Their crumbling relics only fade below. 



230 ALETHEIA. 

CLXIV. 

White gleams the ring-dove on the cedar bough, 
White glides the swan upon the rimpled lake, 

White the faint clouds that fleck the sky like snow, 
And white the doe that threads the dusky brake ; 

But whiter than them all, his tender breast 

The youngling Orus screens with tinted vest. 

CLXV. 

Eed glows the garnet on the ocean-strand, 
Eed foams the wine in cups of carvdd jet, 

Eed runs the patriot blood on hero-land, 

Eed blooms the horizon when the sun is set ; 

But ruddier than the vine, the gem, the air. 

The coral Doris twines among her hair. 

CLXVI. 

Blue beams the vast, divine, ethereal vault, 

Blue grow the bells that grace the meadow-green, 

Blue flash the altar-flames with sacred salt. 
Blue smile the sapphires on the Indian Queen ; 

But ! the blue that lives in Cupid's eyes 

Exceeds the beauty of all paler dyes. 

CLXTII. 

Gold floods the sheen the brilliant topaz wears. 
Gold are the motes that fill the Day-God's ray. 

Gold buds the blossom that the crowfoot bears, 
Gold tips the tiny sceptre of the fay ; 

But far more golden in auriferous flow 

The scales that clothe the frolic Derceto. 
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CLXVIII. 

Green drops the sap wlien plucked the flow'ret's stalk, 
Green rolls the billow on the verdant shore, 

G-reen the moss garbs the unfrequented walk. 
And green the seaweeds kiss the dipping oar ; 

But greener splendours gloss the beetle's wing 

Which to Cerambus' limbs adapted cling. 

CLXIX. 

Black glooms the ebon of the Hell-King's shrine, 
Black is the negro tanned by tropic sun, 

Black in its plumes the raven's tawny crine, 

Black lowers the temnest with its thunderous dun ; 

But denser blackness clouds the depth where groans 

Bnceladus, the conqueror of thrones. 

CLXX. 

So white the cheek lorn Hero gave to view, 
When near Abydos drowned Leander lay ; 

So red the gore that gushed his wan lips thro' 
To mingle with the froth of silver spray ; 

So blue the anguish of her weeping eyne, 

So gold his locks all draggled by the brine. 

CLXX I. 

As green the wave that stifled his sweet breath, 
As black the doom that blew towards Sestos' beach, 

When the fond swimmer was o'erta'en by death 
In sight of her his hopes could never reach. 

When, like an infant in baptismal font. 

His young hours perished in the Hellespont. 
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CLXXII. 

No more may she, beneath the heacon's glare, 
Chafe into life with her warm, loving hand 

His pallid frame, the while with fruitless care 
She smooths from his cold palm the clotted sand ; 

More bootless now that tenderness bereaved 

Than rolls from Sisyphus his rock upheaved. 

CLXXIII. 

Then trembling, like doomed Phi egyas, while the rhomb 

Of solid granite totters o'er his head, 
She watched the turgid flood that upward clomb. 

And cast before her feet the silent dead ; 
Yet, dead that burden of the surging deep. 
Dead though that face o'er which she bent to weep, 

CLXXIV. 

Dearer it was than agate pebbles strown 
Where calm Pactolus' ripples drone along, 

Sweeter it was than mellow fruit down blown, 
That redly peeps the garden-turf among ; 

Dearer than that to Avarice could be. 

Sweeter than this though Hunger shook the tree. 

CLXXV. 

Lovers no longer brave devouring tides 

To taste the rapture of a perilous tryst, 
Though Pitho still beneath the moon abides, 

And with persuasive tongue, from those who list, 
Demands the act that tests the strength of each, 
And holds the boon no craven arm can reach. 
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CLXXVI. 

On those whose quailing nerves proclaim them weak 
The curse of Pallor falls like wan dismay, 

It falls as fell Aloidamas when meek 

His manhood on the dove's wing passed away ; 

And when dejection girdles these around, 

Despairing words to Pavor oft resound. 

CLXXVII. 

They shriek for solace in impassioned tones, 

Torn by emotions of intense affright, 
While creeps the flesh upon their conscious bones, 

When stern Phobetor shudders down the night ; 
Then to Palisoi abject oaths arise, 
Appealing groans, »nd supplicative cries. 

CLX XVIII. 

Far from such horrors of the soul are those 
Who people scenes that Pales oft doth bless, 

Where on the sward the hissing scythe-blade mows, 
And flocks are guarded by the shepherdess ; 

Where foxgloves, freckled in their pard-like bells. 

And pink-tinged mallows prank th' adored dells. 

CLXXIX. 

There Itys, balanced on the privet spray. 
Doth deftly trim his gaudy pheasant-plumes ; 

There scorned Ascalaphus, at shut of day, 
On owlet-pinions thro' the twilight looms ; 

Nisus the ruthless, Chione the fierce. 

There seize the prey their hawk-like talons pierce. 
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CLXXX. 

While opal dews yet gem the bristling corn, 
Gay Scylla, as a skyward lark, upspringg ; 

Then, hraggart herald of the healthful morn, 
Alectryone crows on flapping wings; 

And Procne, fleetest of the swallow brood, 

Skirrs o'er the lawn, or glimmers thro' the wood. 

CLXXXI. 

Where Polydorus slumbered in decay. 
Beneath a myrtle dropping gouts of gore. 

The robin Combe, on the blood-stained clay, 
With crimson first imbrued its breast of yore ; 

Where Tereus breathes, the sallow hoopoes glide, 

With spear-like bills, and feather-crested pride. 

CLXXXII. 

And ^don, in quaint tabard, yellow-black, 
A tawdry goldfinch, there doth chirp and sing, 

Eeflecting sunlight from its glossy back. 
And from its silken pinions flickering. 

Where falls too light the cascade's creaming froth. 

To smutch the bloom-meal from the tiger-moth. 

CLXXXIII. 

Pert and loquacious in their piebald hue. 
The magpie race of Pierides abound ; 

Where Picus toils, by elm-leaves hid from view. 
Till to his tapping beak the glens resound, 

Ceyx appears in blue-brown glory dight, 

A halcyon arabesqued with chequered light. 
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CLXXXIV. 

Lithe o'er the lake, his neck arched, like a swan, 
Cupavo sails with feathered vans outblown : 

Up from the gorse, when Perdix' mate is gone, 
The whirring partridge o'er the moor hath flown ; 

While, with Antigone, still grace the plain 

The red-biUed stork and greyly-tinted crane. 

CLXXXV. 

Kor are the lesser creatures of the land 

Of meaner origin or smaller worth; 
Like sun, like wind, the myths enhance the grand, 
. And raise the lowliest denizens of earth ; 
Beams gild the dust, and robe the mountain's ridge ; 
Air lifts the condor, and sustains the midge. 

CLXXXTI. 

When midday splendour warms the genial soil, 
There, quick on lizard-feet, doth Abas run ; 

'Twixt briar and thorn, behold Arachne toil, 
And mesh with silken web from entrails spun ! 

See shrewd Galanthis, like a weasel, chase 

The viler vermin of the pilfered place ! 

CLXXXVII. 

On bee-burst apricot, and dropping pear. 
The blush of Carpo glows thro' velvet skin, 

While ^sacus doth frequent wander where 
The plump tench winnows back its crisped fin. 

And Canens loads the breeze with plaintive moan. 

That cheats the senses when they muse alone. 
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CLXXXVIII. 

But sweeter tunes the voice, from rock to rock, 
From hill to hill, reverberating round, 

The voice whose tone rejoicing ears doth mock 
With soft returns of oft-repeated sound — 

The vocal soul that lingers to the last 

Where Echo's step of yore in substance past. 

CLXXXIX. 

'Tis there — 'tis there, minutely tinselled elves 

Do featly frolic on the acid grass. 
In sorrel rings that Puck yet nightly delves 

And hangs with dew that falls like liquid glass, 
'Tis there — 'tis there, that Stellio lightly trips 
To kiss the honey-red from elfin lips. 

cxc. 
Long had the zephyrs fanned the pagan fay 

When first Titania's golden circlet shone, 
When first the woodbine-trumpet's choral bray 

Proclaimed the pomp of royal Oberon, 
When rainbow sheen first glimmered from the brand 
That flashed Eomance on gorgeous Fairyland. 

CXCI. 

Then in delicious haunts the harmless sprite 
Would float on rose-leaf o'er the shady pool. 

Or from aerial gossamer alight, 

Or lurk within the nodding cowslip cool ; 

Or bruise with berries from the wortel shorn 

The slug with streaked shell and timorous horn. 
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CXCII. 

And still, in favoured regions of the wood, 
Those dainty 'habitants of dreamland dwell, 

Where gurgles Salmacis thro' bubbling mud, 
To brim the clear, effeminating well ; 

Where Sybaris in efifervesoenoe brings 

The mineral vigour of exhaustless springs. 

CXCIII. 

This on the feeble rarest strength bestows, 
And that the force of noblest valour checks , 

'Twas thence that Scython from the current rose. 
Changed from the manlier to the fairer sex ; 

'Twas there that loved Hermaphroditus stood, 

One and incorporate with th' embodied flood. 

CXCIV. 

Thro' the lush stalks of aromatic plants, 

Thro' the streaked blades of ribbon-grass, the fount 
Of sweet Juturna to the daylight pants, 

And babbles, as on bold Soracte's mount. 
The wave that boils when sunrise tints the east, 
And kills the lapwing though it cures the beast. 

cxcv. 
From Ague's breast dissolving vapours float. 

And shower like rain-drops to the rippled brim ; 
Agnippe's touch evokes the plaintive note, 

Whose swordlike cry doth pierce the poet's hymn ; 
From Acadina rise the graven oaths — 
Eejected lies her truthful bosom loathes. 



238 ALETHEIA. 

ft 

CXCVI. 

There, thro' adjacent paddocks, Hera flies, 

The mare with steaming flank and singing mane ; 

There, too, the patient Achelous hies, 

The one-horned ox that crops the floral plain ; 

And Arge, dwindled to a spotless hind, 

With broad distended nostril snuffs the wind. 

CXCVII. 

Lost in the gorge where Alpine tempests Mow, 
The wolf Lycaon dies with mnfiSed howl ; 

Deep in the trench where flurrs the drifting snow, 
In ambush Lyncus skulks with vigilant scowl ; 

Where clumps of brown-eyed thyme through bindweed 

Eeclines Theophane, the cream-white sheep. [peep, 

CXCVIII. 

From bole to branch, from branch to leafy spray. 
The agile squirrel fiom pursuit escapes ; 

While thro' the grove, in troops grotesquely stray 
A gibbering concourse of prolific apes, 

The restless Cercopes, who tarry but 

To pluck the kernel from the toothsome nut. 

cxcix. 
From earth to heaven, one thought the soul uplifts ; 

Prom dust to stars the spirit turns with joy ; 
As quick its flight as when the lightning rifts 

The domelike darkness. What, though years destroy 
The charm of beauty, they empower the sage 
To read God's lore, fi'om Nature's mystic page. 
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CC. 

Where bright orbs, lettered on an azure scroll, 
Gleam down th' abysses of a world immense ; 

Those orbs, the words that from Creation roll. 
Their involutions her grand eloquence, 

Orbs, in whose track harmonious, Fancy hears 

The visible music of revolving spheres. 

CGI. 

Transfigured into constellations, there. 

With moons and halo-rings divinely bound, 

Man's children, glorified in holier air, 

Eove thro' the chasms of the blue profound ; 

Poor weeds and gravel torn from Time, to be 

The blooms and jewels of Eternity. 

ecu. 
Gassiope, whose softly lambent eyes, 

Glanced o'er the wave, shine on the enamelled rock ; 
Erigone, the virgin of the skies ; 

Bemice, with her starry-sprinkled look ; 
Msera, the faithful watch-dog of the night ; 
And Icarius, king of lunar light ; 

CCIII. 

Chiron, the archer, who, with bended bow, 
Shoots flying meteors thro' celestial fields ; 

Areas, the mighty bear, whose outlines glow 
The while her duplex rod Oallisto wields, 

Where, with less magnitude, but larger sway 

Turns Cynosura towards the milky way. 
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CCIV. 

Witli these, the glorious rulers of the hour, 
The Queen of silence and the Lord of noon. 

Smile thro' the chinks of Phoebe's maiden bower, 
When the faint jasmine lives a vernal boon : 

Grand Helios floods with golden beams the day ; 

Selene sheds thro' night her silver ray. 

GOV. 

And while Selene governs still the tide. 

That, pendulous, oscillates twixt ebb and flow. 

Her twin-reared, various satellites preside 

Where flashing waves the shingles crush below ; 

Salacia now doth back the billows urge, 

And now Venilia guides th' approaching surge. 

ccvi. 
Then Scythes, with his tortuous coils advanced. 

The monster offspring of ideal ills, 
When blank despair o'er sceptic nations glanced. 

Dripping the poison that its gloom distils ; 
Then, while dread phantasms roved the world about, 
Peteus bounded from the gulphs of doubt. 

CCVII. 

Since then, though still remains the unbelief 

That twines the nightshade with the rose of love, 

Eeligion hath combined with calm relief 

The clouds down-shadowed from the light above. 

Her breath diffusing through creation's scope 

A confidence in heaven surpassing hope. 
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CCVIU. 

And, as new sureties of bliss to those 
Who, from her consecrated chalice, drink 

The milk-Uke nutriment of faith that flows 
In liquid manna from its costly brink, 

On lonely savage, and on crowded town, 

Gaze from their oars protective Godheads down. 

CCIX. 

Eubigo turns where chinking sheaves are bound, 
And propped in shocks upon the gleaner's field. 

Where foaming horns are circled blithely round 
By reapers whose brown hands the sickle wield ; 

And Porus revels where, in rills diffuse. 

Thro' purpled wicker, runs the vinous juice. 

OCX. 

Where implements of ruddy harvest whirl — 
The drowsy winnow and the thwacking flail — 

Where vintage trickles forth the streams that purl 
From the pressed bunches to the brimming pail. 

There, stretcjied luxuriously, hath Quies sat 

By the chume'd.onill-brook and the crushing vat. 

ccxi. 
Tanais tends the soul-degraded serf; 

Picumnus ferments in the steaming bread ; 
While Taraxippus o'er the dinted turf 

Goads the fleet charger where the race hath sped ; 
And Panacea grants, in health, to Toil 
Her branch of berries, and her cruise of oil. 

B 
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ccxir. 
Quirinus instigates the martial train 

To deeds of daring, when the tronip and drum 
Urge the dense phalanx o'er the serried plain, 

When from the agonies of battle come 
The shouts of joy that sounds of strife o'erwhelm, 
When Vicapota crowns the victor's helm. 

CCXIII. 

With cries exulting, thus ovations passed 

Thro' the great city of heroic men, 
Where Eoma, in her marble homes amassed 

The spoil of empires ; then, and only then, 
The Gods of Italy exalted all 
The blazoned glories of the capitol. 

CCXIV. 

Not less o'er humble and unwarlike scenes 
Shines the mild influence of undying care, 

Which, by a bold variety of means, 

Doth quell the furtive demons of the air : 

Good powers preserve not conquerors alone, 

They shield the hovel as they guard the throne. 

coxv. 
O'er jarring households Viriplaca sweeps 

Her tender, sad, conciliative lyre, 
And as the concord thro' the discord creeps, 

Afiection vibrates to the trembling wire ; 
O'er meek plebeians Pudicitia pours 
Eewarding comfort from exhaustless stores. 
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When steers the bark from long abandoned shore, 
Eash Abeona guides the favouring breeze ; 

When towards the haven curls the arched prore, 
There Adeona stills the traversed seas ; 

While Agenora, with industrious hand. 

Parts with the keen-edged keel the grating strand. 

OCX VII. 

Contented, there, in indolence to die. 

On glossy leaves that yield voluptuous food, 

Eecline in groups those calm Lotophagi 
Whose hearts, though passionless, are still imbued 

With the faint joyaunce of a passive glee, 

That laps the soul in lulling ecstasy. 

OCX VII I. 

And never are their drowsy minds distraught 
With futile appetites ; they yearn no more 

For the brimmed goblets that Acratos brought. 
Than for the grain-cakes bold Adreus bore ; 

E'en jEsculanus' might hath failed to join 

Their love of pleasure with the lust of coin. 

ccxix. 
How wide the contrast that appears between 

Those lotos-eaters drowned in languid joy, 
And the weird Sirens, whose inebriate mien. 

With deathful song, bewitches to destroy, 
Towards whom, the spiral, pink-lipped shells have clomb 
Where flickering rainbows stain the chequered foam : 



244 ALETHEIA. 

CCXX. 

Leucosia strikes her harp with mellow clang 
That swoons melodiously in gusts away ; 

Ligeia beckons with the pipe that sang 
In liquid music thro' the tortured spray ; 

Parthenope doth shipwrecked crews rejoice 

With the bland warblings of her docile voice. 

ccxxi. 
Tho' sea-bleached bones their treacherous shallows mark, 

Like human ruins on a charmed coast, 
Soft tones still echo, as when thro' the dark 

Agdistis sings adown the midnight host, 
Ushered by murmurs of harmonic sound 
Thro' the dim regions of th' aghast profound. 

CCXXII. 

From melting loins of Ammon, forth emerge 

Those dismal issues of impure desire, 
Like monsters of the deep that from the surge 

Crawl forth and palpitate when waves retire ; 
More stern than Lapiths, and more grimly dyed 
Than Lsestrygonians red with homicide. 

CCXXIII. 

sombre inmates of eternal gloom ! 

spawn of Achlys in an age of crime ! 
Tho' heaven the earth has branded with thy doom, 

Tho' earth to heaven appeals in cries sublime, 
Avaunt ! avaunt ! ye ghastly shades of eld, 
Ye spectral forms by demon-eyes beheld ! 
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Dwindle to nothingness, each alien sprite ! 

Depart barbarian symbols of remorse ! 
Eevive no more, ye phantoms, that affright. 

Nor summon in their pale, erratic course, 
Egyptian idols, or the ghosts of Goth, 
Fierce Abellio, or malignant Thoth ! 

ocxxv. 
But, thanks to thee, thou creed of ancient Greece ! 

While bright predominate thy truths benign. 
Dim floats the vision that remembrance sees 

Far o'er the billows of the orient brine ; 
While Fame illumines each Hellenic scene, 
Its beams forsake the hoary Palmyrene. 

CCXXYI. 

Defined thus feebly by their past renown, 
The mighty Godheads of each savage horde. 

Like doomsday planets whirling blindly down 
The void of ether, to the sight restored, 

Flash, one by one, across the disc of thought. 

In awe remembered, though in prayer forgot. 

CCXXVII. 

In Indian jungles, where the tiger's lair 
Yawns for the prey that shuns the hunter's clang, 

Beneath the branching trees of tulip, where 

The squalid native slumbers drugged with bang, 

'Mid thickets by the Ganges' sacred flood, 

Where crafty stranglers lurk in quest of blood, 
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CCXXTIII. 

In cavern-haunts, near Bagdad, lurks the ghost 
Of Eblis, furtive as a couchant snake, 

Dire as the dsemons of the Stygian coast ; 
Black as Aherman crouching in the brake, 

Whose thorny brambles clad the banks, where ran 

The purling streams of marble Ispahan. 

ccxxix. 
There, mighty Afrites, at the clash of hands. 

From earth in visible obedience rose ; 
There, from grim caskets clamped with iron bands. 

As from the June-bud breaks the blushing rose. 
Or as the Peris rend the bonds of sin. 
So, mid grey vapours, came the grisly Ginn. 

ccxxx. 
Where yellow Niger gushed thro' golden sands. 

Where purple simooms darkling wastes defile. 
Where with green cone and silken plumage stands 

The tall papyrus in the reedy Nile ; 
Where solar fire, in western grandeur set. 
With crimson tips the Moslem minaret, 

ccxxxi. 
Destruction penetrates to climes remote. 

As thunders hurtle levin-bolts alike 
Where butterflies thro' aisled citrons float. 

And where wild bisons o'er the desert strike. 
Thus hath impartial destiny o'erthrown 
Idols of ice, where northern winds have blown; 
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Idols of alabaster crowned with May ; 

Of spangled granite carved in shapes grotesque ; 
Of tawny wood, whose hideous seams were gay 

With gems that glittered like an arabesque ; 
Worthless as clods, or of imperial cost, 
Browned by the sun, or jewelled by the frost. 

CCXXXIII. 

Shattered is now the diabolic spell 

That gave idolatrous devotion power 
To summon devils from the womb of hell. 

That reigned the eerie Godheads of the hour, 
Till, from the porch of neophytes at last. 
Defiant sprang the bold Iconoclast. 

ccxxxiv. 
Then fell the axe upon the brazen mail 

That cased the strength of Odin, while the blade 
Shore the haught plume that nodded to the gale, 

When comiing tempests moaned along the glade ; 
Then would the storm in livid lightnings 'whelm 
The kingly torque that flamed upon his helm. 

coxxxv. 
When thus o'er Woden's fane dread ruin broke. 

When slab from rafter, beam from roof was torn, 
Then fell the pillared edifice of Loke 

As to the curving sickle falls the corn ; 
While Signa shrank to dust, like snow of spring 
The mighty Valkyres, melting, drooped their wing. 
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CCXXXVI. 

Again, as glinting beams in winter frore 
Dissolve the pendant icicles, the glow 

Of pure belief destroys the throne of Thor, 
And dissipates the glory of his brow ; 

Triumphant virtues rend his awful rod. 

And nations wail as sinks the Demon-God. 

CCXXXVII. 

Again expires the Spirit of the land, 

Where the Eed Indian, on the war-path's trail. 

Grasps the keen tomahawk in Vengeful hand. 
And slinks where only stealthy steps avail. 

Tracking the pale-face churl with stubborn ire, 

His limber thews adorned in strange attire : 

CCXXXVIII. 

Around his cat-like feet the mocassin, 

Decked with the gaudy quills the blue-bird drops. 
In seasons when the moulting pains begin. 

And junipers shed clusters in the copse ; 
Around his loins the wampum girdle rolled, 
The belt of bead-like shells on threads of gold ; 

coxxxrx. 
The copper gloss of his transparent skin 

Punctured with ugsome scars of varied hue. 
Horrors symbolically branded in 

By the sharp prickling of the grim tattoo ; 
His sombre symmetry distorted, while 
Fantastic deeds his savage hours beguile ; 
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Dancing the war-dance on the eve of strife, 

Whooping the war-whoop with discordance shrill. 

Shredding the scalp with blood-baptized knife. 
That mocks the vanquished ere it deigns to kill, 

Breathing the fumes of peace when fire is set 

O'er the charred marble of the calumet. 

CCXLI. 

Oblivion's pall envelopes earthly creeds ; 

Derision rocks their temples as the storm 
Eifts to its root the monarch of the meads, 

Or sears with blinding flash its burly form ; 
From grasp unseen the dire destruction flies. 
Crushing the impious tempter of the skies. 

CCXLII. 

Like battered hulls upon a boundless deep. 
That, age on age, for ever onwards drift. 

Those false religions in disorder sweep 
The main of mystery and currents swift : 

While waves of Time their spars around me cast, 

Methinks I stand, the Wrecker of the Past. 

CCXLIII. 

The Wrecker of the Past, that on the strand 

Of bygone centuries awaits the tide, 
Fraught with the spoU. whose fragments still are grand 

As when first floating in primeval pride ; 
Once the stem arbiters of weal or woe, 
Now sport of Fortune's fitful ebb and flow. 
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CCXLIV. 

Altars and shrines roll towards me on the surf, 
With diamond pomp encrusted, like torn crowns 

Of blossoms culled from dew-bespangled turf 
What time the Autumn husk of nut embrowns ; 

Eobes, censers, amulets, like bubbles run 

On seas for ever heaving in the sun. 

CCXLV. 

Here totter statues, mutilated, spurned. 

Shorn of their beauty by the lapse of years, 

Here the charred torch, in sacred pageants burned. 
Extinguished in a nation's fount of tears ; 

Tablets defaced and pedestals o'erthrown, 

Like ocean-pebbles by the billows strown ; 

CCXLVI. 

And tarnished vestments of antique device 
In gorgeous tissues powdered o'er with pearl. 

Above the surge in crumpling folds arise. 
And all their blurred embroideries unfurl. 

Around me flows, from Memory's tomb releast, 

The ghostlike grandeur of the Pagan priest. 

CCXLVII. 

Of olden faith remembrance but remains : 
All deities save thine, O classic world ! 

Have felt life oozing from their withered veins, 
Have seen their vaunted majesty down hurled : 

All, all have vanished into nought save thee, 

joy of Greece ! pride of Italy ! 
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Thou dost repose amidst tie crash of orbs, 
The doom of empires, and the din of wars ; 

And Fate no vestige of thy youth absorbs, 
Nor yet one glimmer of thy light abhors ; 

Though centuries strive to fell that force of thine, 

Erect thoii art, serene, unscathed, divine ! 

CCXLIX. 

Yet had mortality engulphed the sway 

Of Eoman goddess and Athenian god. 
Still had their beauty bloomed above decay, 

As flowers enamel the corrupting sod ; 
Hurled from Olympic heights in deathful strife, 
Still had their pulses throbbed poetic life. 

COL. 

And as Aladdin passed thro' orchards where 
All precious stones in magic clusters hung. 

So would my thoughts have paced the gardens fair 
Where gem-like verse in showers around are flung : 

Gardens of fruitage, bright as buds of spring. 

Which to the trailing folds of memory cling. 

CCLI. 

The crude green Emerald of Ballad lore ; 

The ripened Euby of an Epic song ; 
The sunlit joyaunce that, since days of yore, 

Like Topaz, in the Ode hath gushed along ; 
The cream- white Pearl of the angelic Psalm ; 
The tiny Diamond of the Epigram ; 
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CCLII. 

The various Opal of the Sonnet's grace ; 

The crimson Garnet of a Tragic strain ; 
The purple Amethyst the bard displays 

When words in Elegiac sighs complain ; 
The heavenly Sapphire of the Lyric muse ; 
The Amber beams the Idyll lays diffuse. 

CCLIII. 

Such atoms of rhetoric treasure, from 
The soul's recesses shaken forth to view, 

Would cherish still Mythology, though plomb ! 
Its spell had dropped the chasm of darkness thro' 

And Poetry's reviving flame would breed 

Warmth in the corpse of earth's departed creed. 

CCLIV. 

But Faith— no Python for Apollo's dart — 

Hath all survived, unharmed, and yet supreme, 

Faith in those comely fictions that impart 
To Nature's face the witchery of a dream ; 

Faith in ideal loveliness, which lies 

Embodied in the classic deities. 

CCLV. 

Incarnate shapes of glory, they appear 
In pristine radiance to my ravished sight. 

As sounds concordant to an infant's ear. 
Or as to infant eyes the new-born light ; 

Their smiles reward the credence of my gaze 

With torrents of their fame's resplendent rays. 
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And ever thus, to those who but believe, 

The gorgeous host as visible becomes 
As stars that blink thro' sheen of summer eve, 

As cactus petals bleeding rosy gums, 
As, tumbling to the smooth moss-cushioned plot, 
From crumbling core, the yellow apricot. 

OCLVII. 

They rise around me in the silent dell. 

Where contemplation hath allured my feet. 

Till bursts the bindweed like an asphodel, 

Till with nectarious streams the rills compete ; 

While Fancy waving her vivific wand — 

Wide, and more wide, the visioned joys expand. 

COL VIII. 

Palace on palace, dome on dome, upsprings. 
Like vapours curling to the zephyr's breath, 

And, higher than the vulture's daring wings. 
Wheel from the soaring reach of arrowy death. 

The fretted pinnacles, like tongues of fire, 

All silver-red, thro' garland-clouds aspire. 

CCLIX. 

Pillars in fluted forests sprout aloft ; 

In limber arc the flying buttress spans 
From wall to wall, where foliations soft 

Spread forth their ornate stalks like ivory fans ; 
Vast cupolas in swelling pomp arise. 
Like agate bubbles, to the azure skies. 
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CCLX. 

Whiter than osier rods with peeled rind, 
The clusteriiig shafts dart upwards to the roof, 

Their lengthening grace in tapered groins combined, 
Where pendant bosses deck the marble woof; 

And basalt columns of colossal girth, 

Hewn from the granite entrails of the earth, 

CCLXI. 

Groan in discordance from the jarring ground ; 

While the fantastic chevron's rapid trace 
Doth rib with zigzag lines their breadth around, 

As o'er the oaks the woodbines interlace, 
Straggling in foliage, like the hyacinth, 
From crowning abacus to lowly plinth ; 

CCLXII. 

And arches, in spontaneous curves upbent. 
Give vistaed glimpses of the world beyond ; 

Their outlines in concentric order blent, 

Their haunches by the spandrel's stony bond 

Grasped from the pressure of th' elliptic bow 

That, left unclasped, would burst in dust below. 

ccLxin. 
Above huge bastions, like Titanic towers, 

The stalwart corbels lift their sullen heads ; 
From all whose clefts bloom forth celestial flowers 

From all whose leaves the breeze their incense sheds ; 
While sculptured fruit with mimic blossoms join 
Nature and Art on every chiselled quoin. 
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Each order in its different mould displays 

The geometric harmony of all, 
And each with various capitals arrays 

The pillared porch and the pilastered hall ; 
Here scant in blandishments like greybeards, there 
Wreathed as with childhood's silken rings of hair. 

CCLXV. 

The Doric fillet, the Ionic curl, 

The Tuscan circle, bald of usual blooms, 

Th' Egyptian band where doth the Coptic girl 
Peruse of love and life the graven dooms, 

The rich Corinthian's ample coronet. 

Where buds expanding thro' their tendrils fret ; 

CCLXTI. 

All coalesce to decorate the fane 

That memory out of ruins builds anew ; 
Where in collected majesty again 

Earth's temples blend in one symbolic view ; 
Where rise from ages, 'neath the garish sun. 
The shrines of all idealised in one. 

CGLXVII. 

A type of more than architectural wealth. 
An emblem of man's homage to the Gods, 

Of secret orisons outpoured in stealth. 
Of full libations lavished on the sods, 

When nations breathed their canticles of love 

To carnal powers, by bards enthroned above. 
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CCLXVIII. 

It emanates to heaYen from d»dal rocks, 
Terrace on terrace mounting thro' the light, 

Till the last turret's spire the vision mocks. 
And dim perspectives dwindle from the sight ; 

Its opal sheen a roseate tinge hath caught. 

As blushes fluctuate to a virgin's thought. 

CCLXIX. 

And music murmurs round the holy pile. 
The blare of trumpet, and the throb of drum, 

As sweet and hushed as o'er a tiny isle 

Of floating gourd, the faint, melodious hum 

Of insect-throngs in twinkling maze entwined — • 

A golden mist about a purple rind ! 

CCLXX. 

And, swerving from the structure far away. 
The velvet lawns slope downwards in the dew 

Of fountains tinkling in the solar ray, 

'Broidered with blossoms of chameleon hue. 

Draining more grateful odours from the mould 

Than ere o'er lips of swaying censer rolled. 

CCLXXI. 

The rapture of the senses in one thrill 

Floods the heart's knowledge with the mind's delight. 
Each sense with separate aim doth yet fulfil 

One end, as notes in chiming chords unite : 
O'er all the scenic charms, without alloy. 
Creation breathes her atmosphere of joy. 
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The nostrils drink aroma from the wind ; 

The palate melts as with the pungent juice 
Squeezed from the pulp of some delicious rind, 

When Autumn throws abroad her gifts profuse ; 
The ears are ravished with the dulcet sigh 
Heaved from the soul of Nature's minstrelsy ; 

CCLSXIII. 

And, while a subtle sensitiveness clings 

Like velvet kisses to my burning cheek, 
Around the view mine eye delighted flings 

Its gaze of gladness, where with carmine streak 
The Day-God stains th' horizon's burnished breast- 
Eternal sunset in the boundless West ! 

CCLXXIV. 

Emerging o'er that brink ethereal bright, 
As ghosts of mist trail o'er the level lea, 

As meteors flash athwart the violet night, 
As mammoths rumble from the breeding sea, 

Erom realms of silence summoned forth by prayer, 

The grand Consentes ride the glowing air. 

CCLXXV. 

They come, the awful glories of the dead ! 

The tyrant Godheads of an ancient race ! 
Advancing with majestic vans outspread, 

Each with a human, yet celestial face ; 
They come, encompassed by their radiant train, 
To rule once more as in their old domain. 

s 
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COLXXVI. 

O'er trees that bend, as though the south-wind blew 
With noise of roaring thro' innumerous leaves, 

They glide as fleetly as the wild curlew. 

Where ocean's harvests nod in foaming sheaves ; 

Their flight defiant, like the lurid bolt 

Siting by the thunder down the crashing holt. 

CCLXXVII. 

Large and yet larger loom the mighty twelve, 
As near and nearer still they wing their way, 

Preceded by refulgent beams that delve 

A track thro' cloudlets piled in haught' array, 

Cloudlets of ruddy tint and rippled coil. 

Dropping ambrosial fatness on the soil. 

ccLxxvm. 
Their mien is beauty, and their breath is life. 

Life made immortal, beauty bom for bliss. 
And as the flies, with fragile colours rife, 

Break from the torpor of the chrysalis, 
Splendour and awe, in mystic pomp allied. 
Burst from their goodness in the garb of pride. 

CCLXXIX. 

But lo ! from distance drawn in crystal cars. 
On winged whirlwinds, charioted by swarms 

Of Sylphs and Cupids girt with lambent stars, 

That twinkle, gem-like, round their fluttering forms, 

The conclave poised amid' cerulean blue 

With pausing hosts the godlike fane review. 
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Glaucopis grasps amain her beamy spear ; 

Poseidon plants his trident in the shell ; 
Fair Hestia's pale, ascetic nymphs appear ; 

Hephsestos looms the grimy gnome of hell ; 
Bendis adapts her arrow to the string — 
Queen of the spheres, where Phoebus shines the king ; 

CCLXXXI. 

Myrtea throbs within her bridal zone ; 

Monima wields her sceptre like a wand ; 
Chthonia treads on wheaten ears alone ; 

And scornful Hermes snaps each moral bond ; 
Ares in cuirass, helm, and buckler dight. 
Darts from his blazing mail reflected light. 

CCLXXXII. 

But higher, loftier, lordlier, like a crag 
Reared on the jutting brink of a ravine, 

When the beam boundeth like affrighted stag. 
Thro' drifting cloud-rack, down the Apennine, 

The Father of Olympus bends o'er all 

His front, whose horrors with dread charm inthrall. 

CCLXXXIII. 

His brows o'ershadowed with their load of thought, 
Like storm surcharged with cataract and flame ; 

His dusky locks in aspen tangles wrought ; 
His beard dishevelled o'er his massive frame ; 

Power in the tension of liis nervy hand, 

Pride in his eyes, and on his mouth command. 
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CCLXXXIV. 

Throned on a throne of ivory seamed with gold, 
And purpled o'er with rubies, reigns supreme 

The sovereign lord, in whom mankind behold 
Th' embodied semblance of earth's holiest dream. 

By struggling bolts of lightning torn asunder. 

Between his clenched fingers sprouts the thunder. 

CCLXXXV. 

Upon his knee reclines the cypress rod. 

Token of death to those who tempt its sway ; 

His feet with sandals ebony are shod ; 
About his temples twines the olive spray, 

And from the spray, and from the writhing curls, 

Omnipotence, in rays divine, unfurls. 

CCLXXXTI. 

Kaked his fleshy stature to the waist — 
Flows thence in folds of luxury diffuse 

The broidered mantle, richly overlaced 

AYith the broad blossoms of the flower-de-luce, 

The blue flag-iris, bound in pods of green. 

Meshed like the tendrils of the scarlet bean. 

CCLXXXVII. 

Child of the loins of Saturn, from the womb 
Of sombre Ops revealed on Ida's sward, 

Thou camest, mighty Tonans ! amid gloom, 
And tears, and blood, to taste the life abhorred 

By its own Maker ; thou wert doomed to die 

But for the sounds that drowned thine earliest cry- 
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The clash of cymbals, chinking silver joy, 
With sullen roll of roaring gongs conjoined, 

The fitting turmoil for the bold decoy, 

When from thy sire's destructive fangs purloined ; 

Saved by the noise the Corybantes 'woke. 

With songs adoring, 'neath the votive oak. 

CCLXXXIX. 

Then wert thou nourished from the Cretan store 
By honej'combs replete with floral gold, 

And by the milk that Amalthasa bore. 

White as the surf, and as the foam-drops cold ; 

Then were thy powers from latent thrall releast. 

Nurtured by Cybele's invigorant feast. 

ccxc. 
Thence thy divinity with supple force 

Passed thro' Protean shapes in quest of love. 
Goaded by passion on its amorous course ; 

Now the grim vulture, now the timid dove, 
Here the brown song-bird, there the sinuous snake, 
Gave each the form thy ductile lust would take. 

CCXCI. 

A stallion thou, to Dia trod elate. 

Thy veins hot throbbing as with molten fire. 
Thy glowing eye's enamoured core dilate. 

Thy nostrils steaming with suppressed desire ; 
A bull, with burnished horn and dappled hide, 
Thou ravished pale Europa for thy bride ; 
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ccxcn. 
A leering satyr, next, with cloven hoof, 

Thy rapture clad Antiope with shame ; 
Thy fierce devotion, though it breathed aloof. 

Spoke to ^gina with a tongue of flame ; 
In scattered flakes thine eagle plumes proceed 
Kent in the soaring rape of Ganymede ; 

CCXCIII. 

'Mid vernal coolness, piping notes of woe, 
A cuckoo, thou, to Juno's bosom flew ; 

Within the cavern where, with fitful flow, 

The gurgling tides their brittle spoil bestrew, 

A velvet snake, to Proserpine thou crept. 

Where 'neath the oozy grot she drooped and wept ; 

CCXCIV. 

A purfled pigeon, thou, didst joy the while 
O'er thy sleek pinion Phthia's palm did pass ; 

When sighed Danae 'neath triumphant guile. 
Immured within the barbican of brass. 

Then gushed thy glory thro' the shuddering tower. 

All tinkling to her lap a golden shower ; 

ccxcv. 
And last to Leda, bathing on the marge. 

Amid the rush-grown shallows of the mere. 
Around whose limbs the watery rings enlarge, 

Each within each, expanding sphere in sphere, 
Tn swan-like guise thy joyaunce glides along, 
'J'o blend celestial bliss with human wrong ; 
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From whose embraces came the wondrous brood, 
Like callow cygnets breaking shells of life ; 

The Dioscuri, with their brands imbrued 

In the red vintage quaffed by fiends of strife — 

The twin-born heroes, who, thro' battles ride. 

Hand clasped in hand, all loving, side by side : 

CCXCTII. 

And, with them, fostered from their germ sublime, — 
The type of beauty and the mould of grace. 

The queen, from whom the penalties of crime 
Fell in descending woes from race to race ; 

Women, whose dire and wide-contrasting charms, 

Eoused, one a child, and one a realm to arms. 

ccxcvm. 
Others, less favoured in the nuptial hour. 

Have drawn but torments from the might of Zeus. 
Thus did his hot, ensanguined lips devour 

The lovely Metis ; thus abroad shed loose 
His heat consumed to ashes cold and hoary 
Semele, withered in a storm of glory ; 

ccxcix. 
And lo, blighted by his breath of pride. 

Shrank to a heifer, silent, sad, forlorn ; 
The while Dione's sense, beatified 

'Mid the cool portents of th' approaching morn, 
Fainted with thrills of all-surpassing pain. 
And 'woke to weep, and weeping swooned again. 
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ccc. 
His fickle waimtli contentment sought anew, 

In full possession of symmetric shapes : 
Ora, whose casual -veins were marble-blue, 

And Thymbris, diademed with clustering grapes ; 
Elara, tripping on her nimble feet, 
Eurynome oft laughing silvery sweet. 

ccci. 
Protogenia, with her locks of jet. 

And Laodamia, breathing accents fond ; 
Electra, sportive as a gay brunette, 

And Garamantis as a timid blonde. 
Each, when the wanton deity would rise, 
Betrayed her chaste alarm in mute surprise. 

cccu. 
So Jupiter, paragon of Gods ! 

dread arch-tyrant of despotic powers ! 
Above thee, while the heaven in horror nods, 

Beneath thee, while the sullen thunder lowers. 
The halo-glimmer of thy pomp supreme. 
Shines like the ghostly pageant of a dream. 

CCCIII. 

It radiates from thy brow, as flicker forth 
Electric tempests o'er the polar skies, 

What time Aurora tints the frigid north, 
And paints the floe of ice with crystal dyes ; 

So beams surround the Lord of awe, whose tread 

Is muffled on the eagle's wings outspread. 
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Bright emanation of whose aching brain, 
Stands lonely Pallas with the azure eyne, 

Austerely girt by wisdom's holy train, 

And 'cased in valour's radiant arras divine ; 

Her right hand's grasp the tapering lance doth wield, 

Lo ! from her left depends the gorgon-shield. 

cccv. 
Her visage, solemn yet composed, reveals 

The passive grandeur knowledge lends to might ; 
Her gorgeous peplum's dainty fold conceals 

'Neath damask tissue breasts all lily-white ; 
Her warrior casque, with bending plumes oppressed, 
Lifts, in dawn's harbinger, its martial crest. 

cccvi. 
To thee, Athena, and to thee alone. 

Earth's gratitude articulate should be ; 
Still should man's homage in impassioned tone 

Burst from his heart to thee, and only thee ; 
For gifts of thine his noblest boons have been 
Since first his footsteps paced the globe terrene. 

cccvir. 
Thy fancy fashioned from Ihe pith-lorn reed 

The dulcet hollows of the doling flute ; 
By thee, from solitudes of forests freed. 

Borne from the branch, and riven from the root. 
The green-wood banished from its old abode, 
O'er ocean's tide with swelling canvas glode. 
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CCCVIII. 

By thee, first broken to the bridle thong, 

The wild horse swerved obedient to the heel, 

Nor more in curbless speed careered along, 
Nor more defied the sinew and the steel ; 

By thy decree the olive poured relief 

From oil and nut, from fruit and balmy leaf. 

CCCIX. 

Protective Shade of merchandise and art ! 

The loom, the chisel, and the brush thy care. 
Thy symbols still are worshipped in the mart ; 

Thine impulse prompts where genius fails to dare. 
In gems of thought thy subtle influence wells. 
Like green sap boiling into gaudy bells. 

cccx. 
It blushes in the picture's motley hue ; 

It threads the 'broidery's labyrinthine woof; 
It bids the sculptor's mallet cleave anew 

The stone 'crustations from tbe Centaur's hoof. 
Chip from its husk of marl the hidden rock. 
And hue the buried statue from the block. 

CCCXI. 

Proud Arbitress of Eeason, too, art thou ! 

Pure oracle of precepts for the chaste ! 
Prom out thy virgin lips serenely flow 

Th' elastic laws of harmony and taste — 
That oral code of truthful beauty, whence 
Come all the raptures of intelligence. 
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With attributes so varied, sway so vast, 

Thy presence, Minerva ! like a spell, 
Looms from the dim perspective of the past, 

Where near thee crouched, the guardian emblems dwell, 
The owl of knowledge night ne'er lulls to sleep, 
And the grim dragon of the evil deep. 

cccxni. 
The reptile vice by virtue trampled down, 

The birdlike wisdom gazing thro' the gloom ; 
Symbols of crime and toil that ever frown 

Hard by the vistaed portals of the tomb ; 
Tokens of victories achieved by thee. 
Thou sage protectress of virginity ! 

cccxiv. 
Next, waving high the oriflamb of war. 

Confronting Pallas, flaming Mars behold ! 
Soaring to carnage in his battle car 

All blood-bespattered thro' the slaughter rolled ; 
Drawn by a foaming team of chargers, hight 
This recreant Terror, that delirious Flight. 

cccxv. 
In ample masses, o'er his breastplate writhes 

The brown disorder of his horrent beard ; 
Keen from his axles gleam the sharpened scythes, 

In dire concussion by the boldest feared ; 
His brandished pike with conquering horror red, 
Clanks on his buckler to the life-drops shed. 
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CCCXVI. 

To him the lowly couch-grass of the sward 
Offers its crackling incense on the stone, 

Where vulpine gore its lavish meed hath poured, 
When sounds the victim's faint, expiring groan, 

When dims the lustre of the vulture's eyes. 

Quenched in the anguish of the sacrifice. 

CCCXVI I. 

Full in the splendour of the Thunderer's light, 
His radiant spouse, enthroned and diademed, 

Sheds from her ox-like orbs dominion bright. 

And wields with ease her sceptre-rod begemmed, 

A sparry -wand of jacinth, glittering 

With the pale cuckoo of the early spring. 

CCCXVIII. 

Before her, favourite peacocks rustle by. 

Some with shut plumage trailing greenest fringe ; 

And some with chequered train disclosed on high. 
Spread fan-like open from its central hinge ; 

Behind her, emulous in wealth of hue, 

The arch of Iris trembles in the dew. 

cccxix. 
To her the gorse-hawk from the moorland tree. 

And the plump goose with yellow, wrinkled claws, 
To her the ewe-lamb bleating on the lea. 

And the full sow not farrowed 'mid the straws. 
Each on the altar yields unwilling life, 
'Mid soaring flames, or 'neath descending knife. 
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Beneath her chair the perfumed dittany 

Forms a soft cushion for her foot's repose ; 
Among her ringlets, as in green arraj' 

Of linden, oft, the nodding fieldfare glows, 
The drowsy poppies hang their scarlet leaves 
Where darh the lily to her breathing heaves ; — 

cccxxr. 
For purple grew the lily of the grass. 

Ere thro' its cup, more delicate than silk, 
The bleaching currents from her breasts did pass 

In streams pellucid of maternal milk ; — 
Spilt o'er the brink of heaven thro' bluest air. 
Its whiteness still the star-dust cohorts share. 

CCCXXII. 

So, empress of the skies, Matrona bright ! 

So, queen of nuptial happiness and birth, 
Bloom, pomp, and beauty, with combined delight, 

Scare from thy haunts the miseries of dearth ; 
Blent, from thy purifying gaze descends 
The love that joins, the rage that seldom rends. 

cccxxiii. 
Borne thro' a surging cloud whose billows flash 

Like the salt foaming of the ocean spray, 
'Mid the low boom where vapour-wavelets crash, 

'Mid the sea-trumpet's loud harmonic braj'', 
Lo ! Neptune, floating on his chariot-shell. 
Hung with wax festoons of the pimpernel. 
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CCCXXIV. 

His trident sparkles with a triple prong, 

His flickering garb blows outward like a sail, 

His lusty Tritons strike the turtle gong, 

Whose clangour roars when dinning storms prevail. 

Around his bibulous track, weird monsters leap, 

Lured from their caverns in the under-deep. 

cccxxv. 
Here the dire swordfish with his gleaming blade ; 

Here the white shark with spectral jaws distent ; 
Here the huge sperm-whales that in quest of shade 

Spout emerald fountains thro' their level vent ; 
Here the frail nautilus in buojant lair, 
Yielding thin membranes to the torpid air. 

cccxxvi. 
And 'mid the harnessed dolphins that alone. 

Like watery chargers, stem the ruffled main. 
Dragging their monarch on his scallop-throne 

O'er the broad furrows of his vast domain, 
Vain Ethalion shines all golden green, 
Like woven fabrics shot with duplex sheen. 

CCC.iXVII. 

Pompiliis, fledged with grayly bristling fins, 
Dives thro' the seething bubbles of the mist ; 

Chelone, where the churning eddy spins, 

Twirls like the mill-wheel 'mid the powdered grist ; 

And where the tortoise and the tunny glance 

Thro' violet froth, the jocund nymphs advance, — 
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The brilliant Oceanides, of yore 

The mystic mermaids, seen by light of moon 
Chasing the moths on some sequestered shore 

In the dim hollows of the blue lagoon, 
Culling moist lichens from the rocky chinks, 
To deck their tresses twined in auburn links. 

cccxxix. 
Amidst them Phorcus with elated mien 

Leadeth, like argosies imbrued in blood, 
The crimsoned mammoths of the dire marine. 

Drawn from the chasms of the blushing flood — 
Saron whose arm the hunter's javelin hurls. 
And reverent Nereus clad in azure curls. 

cccxxx. 
With them great Melicerta, heaved before 

The swollen wave that lifts the Water's King, 
Sighs for the Isthmian votaries who bore 

Sweet coronals of parsley withering, 
Victors who proffered upon Neptune's shrine 
In galls the bitter symbols of the brine. 

cccxxxi. 
But suddenly my gaze, from liquid plains. 

Turns to the verdant coverts of the glade, 
Where thro' crisp foliage tinkle summer rains. 

Where panting fawns hie to the leafy whade ; 
Depths of old forests, where in pencils stream 
Thro' twinkling boughs the shreds of solar beam. 
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There — tall in stature, nimble, healthful, strong. 
Her features chiselled to a manly grace — 

Fair Delia stirs the dewy fern among, 

Nerve in her tread, and rapture on her face ; 

Printing soft rags of moss from gnarled root, 

While blithely tripping on her buskined foot. 

cccxxxiii. 
Her perfect limbs, in naked smoothness seen. 

Glance not with marble but with fleshly hue 
Thro' the pale tunic dyed an apple green. 

And cinctured with a belt like sparkling dew ; 
Between her slender shoulders sideways hung, 
Her quiver clatters to her bow unstrung. 

cccxxxiv. 
Before her track the limber greyhounds leap ; 

Behind her troop the virgins of the chase ; 
Beneath her heel the trodden corn-flags peep ; 

Above her candid brow the silver rays 
Gleam from her crescent, as from her mild eye 
Flows the meek effluence of her chastity. 

cccxxxv. 
Hail to thee, thus, Diana ! 'mid the grove. 

Whether thy traces rein the antlered stag. 
Or the tame leopard broken by thy love. 

Or the grim lion : on the mountain crag 
Still oft the deer adoring horror feels 
Scared by the murmur of thy grinding wheels. 
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Kindred in purity, yet all unlike, 

The patient Goddess of undying fire 
From flinty hearts with sorrow's brand doth strike 

The diamond spark of hope's divine desire. 
Lone 'mid the columns of her dome she tends 
The blaze whose fume in amber dust descends. 

CCCXXXVII. 

Brocades rich-flowing robe her maiden frame ; 

A veil its network o'er her hair dispreads ; 
With care replenishing the sacred flame. 

Her lamp of oil its faint aroma sheds ; 
About her grouped, the barbed lance hath come. 
The iron victory, and the brazen drum. 

CCCXXXTIII. 

White though the Goddess, black the God of Fire, 
Black with the reeking of his dusky forge. 

While Vesta bids her tongues of light aspire. 
Dark Mulciber his furnace mouth doth gorge 

With the loud blasts his windy bellows blow, 

Snorting the cinders to a rosy glow. 

cccxxxix. 
Before his anvil stands the brawny lord. 

His forehead smirched with labour's grimy tan ; 
His deep breath heaving to his work abhoned ; 

His body ci ippled by its earthward ban ; 
On smoking thunderbolt with battered flank 
His ponderous hammer whirls with leaden clank. 
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CCCXL. 

Down from his shaggy chest, in glistening drops, 
The warm sweat falls, as from the fainting noon 

Of sultry autumn days, o'er bristling crops 

The cloudless skies rain forth their scanty boon ; 

So from the fruitful season of his prime 

Ooze the rare showers that nurture deeds sublime. 

CCCXLI. 

The Subterranean thus, with gnarled thews. 
Melts 'mid the dismal discord of his home, 

AVhere, hurtling blocks that stubborn metal bruise. 
Toil the huge Cyclop and the pigmy Gnome ; 

There Vulcan thrills amid the tumult dire, 

A\ hene'er to him the victim boars expire. 

CCCXLII. 

Yet sweeter thrilled the pulse of his rude life 
AVhen, from the creaming of the ruby tide 

That laved the shores of Cyprus with a strife 
Of shells and blossoms scattered side by side. 

Born from the foam, his naked spouse, between 

The opening valves, shone forth of pearls the Queen. 

CCCXLIII. 

And wafted stately to the floral strand 

By cool, ambrosial breathings from the lips 

Of the gay zephyrs, o'er the glittering sand 
Of porple Cythera, along the tips 

Of the fresh billows, like a flower afloat, 

Glode the strange glory in its fragile boat. 
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Then downward pressed the Seasons to the beach, 

Of all things beautiful, to her the fair 
Young goddess of all beauty, fondly each, 

And lavishly, their treasures proffered there, 
The summer citron, and the harvest rice, 
^he vernal crocus, and prismatic ice. 

CCCXLV. 

A gorgeous carpet for her path lay strown, 
The jonquil, and the pansy, and the musk ; 

And luscious banquets from the trees were blown. 
Figs from the bough, and almonds from the husk ; 

The Pleasures numberless, and Graces three, 

Around her frolicked in nude ecstasy. 

CCCXLVI. 

And still she stands, as stood her marble shade 

In Paphos, or as, yet, the magic mould 
Smiles from the pedestal — a shrinking maid, 

Dazzling the daring pilgrims who behold 
That miracle of art, whose timorous arms 
Veil, yet reveal, inebriating charms. 

CCCXLVII. 

'Eoiind her lithe waist th' elastic girdle spans, 
Eising and falling as her passions swell, 

Token of man's futurity, which fans 

The life that vacillates 'twixt heaven and hell, 

Type of eternity, whose round doth roll — 

The zone of joy, the cestus of the soul. 
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CCCXLVIII. 

Down, from the slackened stress of her small hand, 

Flutter the damask petals of the rose, 
With greenest myrtles twined, a vermeil band, 

To bind the pallor of her brow's repose, 
"While to her loving palm yet clings the prize, 
Plucked in proud Ida's orchard paradise, 

CCCXLIX. 

The prize awarded in the lists of love — 

A red-gold apple ripened to the core 
By sunny looks, that, coming from above. 

Lived in the thoughts of Paris evermore, 
Visions prefiguring with carnal joy 
His dream of bliss, the nightmare of old Troy. 

CCCL. 

Close to her dimpled feet the ringdoves press — 
Her feet like ivory flushed with shadowed pink ; 

Full in the splendour of her loveliness. 

Bask the twin swans that from her goblet drink. 

And sparrows, dear as that which Lesbia mourned. 

Whose lowly tomb Catullus' lays adorned, 

CCCLI. 

Flit in gyrations of congenial glee 

O'er the blithe Queen of laughter, from whose smilo 
Eays forth the happiness that fitfully 

With jocund mimes dejected hours beguile ; 
So, to the Paphian dame, flock Cyprian girls 
With haggard cheeks and gay disordered curls. 
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So, with half sad and half exultant air, 
Pandemns twangs his silken-bridled bow. 

Driving his poisoned shafts, now here, now there. 
Piercing the bosoms of the high, the low. 

The greybeard peasant and the childlike prince. 

Who, thrilling, sigh, and — sighing — thrilling, wince. 

CCCLIII. 

Love tempering thus, like acids in the plum, 
The gladness and the grief that Beauty wears, 

When Youth, with sudden rapture stricken dumb, 
Her fleshy form with fancied shapes compares, — 

Though high o'er Venus Cupid reigns above, 

Beauty's the mother of celestial Love ! 

CCCLIV. 

Agile and sportive as the Archer, lo ! 

The buoyant messenger of heav'n, up soaring ! 
Beneath his frolic' flight, where'er it go. 

Must bend the prostrate nations down adoring ; 
Patron of orators, trade, robbers, knaves. 
His aid the conscious world, all-suppliant craves. 

CCCLT. 

A stripling bold, with m.ischief in the blink 
Of his keen eyes ; as cunning, as divine : 

Now, down the limpid skies his pinions sink. 

Now winnow upwards where pale meteors shine ; 

Fixed on his wrist the braggart bantam sings, 

Bearing its crest above repellant wings. 
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cccLvr. 
The smooih talaria from his ankle spreads 

The ductile stiffness of its bristling quills, 
AVhich, as along the breezy blue he treads, 

His pressure with the liquid ether fills : 
So quick his pace, Jove's eagle lags beside 
The bird-like flutter of his airy stride. 

cccLVir. 
With emulative plumage o'er the ears 

His petasus, amid th' empyrean vault, 
Scarce for one moment's breathless space appears 

To cease its aspen tremblings, e'en tho' halt 
His steps upon some cloudlet's floating belt 
When dyes of sunset into darkness melt. 

CCCLVIII. 

One hand retains his purse of cherished coin, 
The other grasping the caduceus, where 

Its spiral serpents, loop on loop, rejoin 

To blend above their jaws like matted hair. 

Clanks from his thigh in scabbard fashioned strong 

The herpe, harnessed with its graven thong. 

CCCLIX. 

Garbless and graceless, save with wings and charms 
Of feature, form, complexion, all bedight. 

He stills the traveller's half suppressed alarms. 
And tends the fold when, in the hush of night, 

The ripe furze, tinkling like a shaken sheaf, 

Denotes some latent death below the leaf. 
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By him the lyre from corded gold first drew 
The plaintive throb of Nature's vocal woe ; 

For him the bees propitious honey brew ; 
For him, with milk, maternal udders flow ; 

For him, the calf with brownly budding horn, 

Faints 'mid the flames, with votive tongues uptorn. 

CCCLXI. 

And breathe for him like censers of hot life. 

Of different elements the denizens — 
The rattling scorpion with cold venom rife, 

The nimble fly that scans thro' scattered lens, 
The crayfish crawling forth when ebb-tides flag. 
And the goat browsing on the beetling crag. 

CCCLXI [. 

Hail, then, thrice hail, refulgent Hermes, hail! 

Thou whose light passage o'er the Doric mead 
Not 'frights to covert dust the slime-tracked snail, 

Not stirs from thistle-top the downy seed : 
Full from thy dexterous wand the spells diverge. 
That dastard thieves to deeds dishonest urge. 

CCCLXIII. 

Thou, who didst lure Admetus' herd of kine ; 

Thou, whose craft robbed Dan Phoebus' arrow-nest ; 
Thou, who didst seize dread Neptune's sceptre- trine ; 

Thou, whose rash hand the War God's brand pos- 
Thou, who from Venus' waist the bandlet rent, [sessed ; 
And from Jove's throne his rod omnipotent ; 
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CCCLXIT. 

Who with hold presence dared the darksome wrath 
That lurked in Vulcan's chill, sardonic frown, 

And sought with flying feet the earthward path, 
With implements of labour laden down — 

Still, in seraphic dream, thy shape I see, 

Thou pilgrim-God, swift-gliding Mercury ! 

CCCLXV. 

Near thee, benignant Ghloe silent weeps 
The tears of her maternal heart's despair. 

Though dawning joy thro' her dejection creeps. 
Like the green wheat thro' her dishevelled hair. 

The gloom of grief evolving pleasure's glow, 

As from the storm-cloud gleams the dazzling bow. 

CCCLXVI. 

Sad, as when down the steep Sicilian mountain 
In quest of Proserpine she wound her way ; 

Glad as she grew when by Cyane's fountain, 
Eedeemed from night of Dis to light of day. 

Her ravished daughter issued, still doth she 

Blend in her looks delight and agony. 

CCCLXVII. 

Here, on her bosom, draining drop by drop 

Its slumberous sweetness, hangs the poppy's head. 

Culled prematurely from the oaten crop, 
'Ere on the garner-floor the grain is shed ; 

There her volcanic flambeau burns aloft, 

Warming to riper hues the fruit-hung croft. 
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Barren the dry, neglected soil became 

When Arethusa first awoke thy rage 
'G-ainst sovereign Pinto, while his regal fame 

Failed all thy bitter anguish to assuage ; 
When fast, for aid, to Jupiter thy car 
The winged dragons bore thro' skies afar. 

CCCLXIX. 

Eeturned half-solaced from that search of pain. 

Thro' scenes like Eden, and thro' realms like Hell, 

Thou gavest back to Nature's face again 
Her loveliness of youth perennial ; 

Near weird Eleusis, showing forth thy powers 

In mystic rites, and bread, and festive flowers. 

CCCLXX. 

For thee the rams with dedicated blood, 

While vernal stalks are sprouting in the grass, 

Where the sleek oxen, pensive, chew the cud. 
Slow, in procession, round the meadows pass ; 

For thee, mild Ceres ! sunny showers combine 

Vintage and harvest, plenteous corn and wine. 

CCCLXXI. 

Last of the mightiest, first in symmetry. 

Lord of the Day, the Lyre, the Bow, the Song ! 

At length my grateful voice reverts to thee. 
Whose praises still descriptive verse prolong ; 

At length my loyal numbers touch the string 

That vibrates homage to the Poet's King. 
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Divine Apollo ! Minstrel of the spheres, 
Bard of the heart and Prophet of the soul ! 

Still, still thy tones my loving fancy hears ; 
Still from thy lips the words of wisdom roll ; 

Thy form's unfading bloom still wears in sooth 

The everlasting majesty of youth. 

CCCLXXIII. 

Smooth shines the beardless beauty that pervades 
The awful splendour of his visage ; pale 

Glimmers th' aerial coronal that fades 

Whene'er around him carnal thoughts prevail — 

Beams of white light that sparkle from the mesh 

Of ringlets purer than his lustrous flesh. 

cccr.xxiv. 
Alert in attitude, serene in look. 

With death yet flying from his jarring cord, 
As though from Time's abyss the Python took 

New life to die once more by Delos' Lord, 
Grandly he stands for one short moment's span 
Like the God graven in the Vatican. 



Then flinging by his weapons, o'er his harp 
His devious hand in humming concord lingers, 

Now soaring blithely in a keynote sharp 

With rippling sound beneath his tuneful fingers. 

Now dropping down in pathos unexpected 

With weeping cadence, subtle, sad, dejected. 
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Eound him, wliile yet those solemn harmonies 
Clothe him as with an atmosphere divine, 

Like truths that tremble forth from mysteries. 
Come the sweet shadows of the holy Nine, 

The gentle ministrants of art who lend 

Their aspirants the virtues that befriend. 

CCCI.XXVII. 

Below the pedestal where stands their God, 
As 'neath the umbrage of some giant tree 

The modest violets nestle in the sod, 
So group the choral nymphs of chastity ; 

From each red lip where dimpled smiles rejoice. 

Wafting the incense of a loving voice. 

cccLXXvrii. 
And he who, erst 'mid Hyperborean rocks. 

Watched the dull winding of the turgid brook. 
Who tended once the calm Thessalian flocks. 

Armed with the oaten pipe and pastoral crook, 
Shakes his rare sceptre o'er Arcadian glades, 
And rules the monarch of attendant maids. 

CCCLXXIX. 

Thou, whose serenely blended hues defy 

The sanguine painter's imitative skill ; 
Within whose glance mute eloquence doth lie ; [still ; 

Whose breath, though hushed, is heaven's own music 
Thou, whose shape bids the sculptor's art despair; 
^Vhose rhythmic veins with pulsing verse compare ; 
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And whose pure sandals, consecrating earth, 
Express from herbs medicinal perfumes ; 

Thou, Lord of light, beneath whose solar mirth 
The bird of day expands his radiant plumes, 

Thou, Phoebus, thou art recognised the chief 

In the dread pageants of the old belief. 

CCCLXXXI. 

And low for thee, 'mid sacrificial gloom, 

Expires in blood and flame the votive lamb, 

While o'er it steams the tawny olive's bloom. 
With crackling leaves of laurel and of palm, 

Where near thy altar, like a woodland serf. 

Chirps the grasshopper in the twinkling turf. 

CCCLXXXII. 

Together all, not each successive, thus 

With pomp unbounded and with pride sublime, 

Long 'ere the fleetest fancy might discuss 
Thrice the vibrations of returning rhyme. 

Full to the view revealed those Godheads are, 

As to the sight swims forth the evening star. 

CCCLXXXIII. 

Shades of Olympus ! ye to whom of yore 

Eose bard-born hymns in every classic tongue, 

Still doth the Poet in his heart adore. 

Still is thy praise in modern numbers sung. 

Still in mine inmost nature thrills the sense 

Of thy undying life's omnipotence. 
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CCCLXXXIV. 

O sullen hours of exquisite distress ! 

O pangs of pain, and incidents of woe ! 
What now to me thy bygone loathesomeness ? 

Where now the griefs that wont from thee to flow ? 
Like stellar beams unrecognised in day, 
In present bliss past anguish fades away. 

CCCLXXXV. 

Lost in th' impassioned survey of the scene, 

Where ages squander all their wealth of thought. 

My soul exults, what though the time hath been 
When, on the forge of adverse fortune wrought. 

The iron sorrow, like a goad from hell, 

Transfixed my brain with torments horrible. 

CCCLXXXVI. 

But bygone sadness may not tarry long, 

While such the paradise that 'round me beams ; 

Nor may the nightingale with mournful song 

Sob in the greenwood when the morning gleams ; 

Sighs may not ruflie the sweet breeze of pleasure, 

Though tears brim forth, the heart's o'erflowing measure ! 

CCCLXXXVII. 

Not joy, not peace, but rapture and delight 
Thrill thro' my bosom like electric pang, 

For, lo ! discovered in the dizzy light 

That vibrates round where tingling Zephyrs sang, 

The jocund Thyades, with cymbals frail, 

Dance with shrill music, laughing, down the dale. 
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cccLxxxviir. 
Far from their haunts, on mad CithEeron's hill, 

From festal vineyards trip the Bacchic maids, 
With dying leaves and purple bunches still 

Wreathing their tresses wound in yellow braids ; 
From ruby brooch blown back above the knee, 
Each gauzy vesture floats voluptuously. 

CCCLXXXIX. 

They bound, those Meenades, along the turf, 
With waving arms and light, elastic tread ; 

Their bosoms whiter than the foaming surf. 
Their full lips ripened to a cherry-red — 

Seeking new pastimes where the gold wasp greets 

The herbage in Vallonia's cool retreats. 

cccxc. 
Bacchus returns with all his jovial crew, 

Bacchus, the celebrant in rites of wine ; 
From goblets drizzling down a ruddy dew, 

Like garnets dropping on the sward divine. 
'Mid Sylphs and Satyrs, lo ! Silenus stealing 
Thro' bramble-boughs, with tipsy joyaunce reeling. 

CCCXCI. 

And Pan revisits in his daemon form 

The glade all populous with angel shapes, 

Frowning, as scowls the cloud surcharged with storm 
In the blue days of summer, thro' the grapes 

Hung in broad tassels from the stem that shakes, 

When from vine-lair the slumbering fawn awakes. 
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CCCXCII. 

Spontaneous, tender, beautiful — as flowers 
Grow from the fructile bosom of the earth — 

From the deep Past with all its fruitful hours 
Bloom seeds of Attic faith in second birth. 

The spreading buds of every mythic tree 

Wooing the bard as blossoms woo the bee. 

CCCXCIII. 

Veiled in the pomps ineffable, that shed 
Around my contemplative form their spell. 

The Pagan deities, no longer dead. 

In countless legions on the greensward dwell ; 

Out from the dim Has Been, with crests that bow 

Like plumes of pride, they throng the vivid Now. 

cccxciv. 
Before their glory, trembling lowly down, 

In silent adoration, to the knee. 
My anthem-voice, what though the sceptic frown. 

Floats up, the incense of my ecstasy ! 
Its homage sanctified by awe, its sound 
Surging in concord to the Gods around. 

cccxcv. 
lunar beauty of angelic days ! 

solar power whose grandeur never sets ! 
Song-Gods crowned with everlasting bays ! 

O Sylphs with eyes like matin violets 
Lit with the lustre of the tears of morn. 
Wept in the dew that twinkles on the thorn ! 



288 ALETHBIA. 

CCCXCVI. 

To ye, my reverence, divulging love, 
Proffers, in verse, libations of the mind ; 

To ye, my aspirations, borne above. 

Soar like the curlews in the gurging wind, 

For ye, my prayers breathed forth in accents holy. 

Blur the bright sunbeams with their melancholy. 

cccxcvri. 
Man's life is thine, his death is thine, his heart 

Flutters and pauses as thy wills decree ; 
But here, awhile, from crowds withdrawn apart, 

Thy special care descendeth all to me — 
To me alone, beneath th' umbrageous grove. 
Dreamer of dreams, and lover of all love. 

cccxcviu. 
Though air shone forth one opal of sweet hues, 

Though fire in tongues leaped out in lurid glows. 
Though water fell in scent-diffusing dews, 

Though earth in vegetative pomp arose, 
Mountain and storm, volcanic flame and sky 
Had paled to nought without thy majesty. 

cccxcix. 
For each created atom, not alone 

Imbibes its being from thy potent word, 
Its grandeur thence derivative hath grown 

As from the crucible, when dross is stirred 
By rules of alchemy in balneum hold. 
Bubbles thro' scum and dregs the virgin gold. 
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cccc. 
Omniscience forms thine aggregate of mind, 

And stern omnipotence thy boundless sway, 
Wherefore, than ye no dreadlier gods I find, [pi'^y ; 

No holier shades towards whom my thoughts could 
Low m the dust, while 'round thy splendour pours, 
Thee, only thee, my fainting soul adores ! 

cccci. 
Abruptly — with a conscious horror — falls 

Down thro' my frame a griding pang of dread, 
Some unseen ban, whose sudden power appals. 

Breathed like a curse above my quailing head ; 
Keen, awful, blighting with a shock of woe, 
The fear of Heaven descends to earth below. 

CCCCI r. 
Flooding my bosom with a chill suspense, 

Freezing my pulses with amazement dire, 
Clouding the disc of Thought's intelligence. 

Trampling my proud elation in the mire, 
A grief like death-pains trembling with dismay. 
Droops o'er my spirit in the twilight gray. 

CCCCIII. 

And, as I pause, dissolves the fane like snow. 
Melting to vapours 'neath the smile of noon ; 

Fast from my sight th' innumerous phantoms flow. 
While thro' their fading glory, lo ! the moon 

Silvers the scene where late the godheads shone. 

Now left in silent gloom to me alone. 

V 
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CCCCIV. 

Yet once again that pang ! and thro' my limbs 
Thrill down triumphant languors of delight ; 

Shadow by shadow from my vision swims, 

And 'round me creeps the tingling hush of night. 

Night — stillness — solitude complete the spell, 

Curtain the copse, and drowse the neighbouring dell. 

CCCCT. 

But, hark ! what murmur greets my ravished ear. 
Soft as the subtle whispers of the soul ? 

Is it some breeze that like a dulcimer 
Eipples the green leaves with its sweet control — 

The fitful zephyr that in lonely hours 

Bustles the umbrage with the sound of showers ? 

ccccvi. 
But, no ! more music than the wind awakes 

In the grand organ of the solemn wood, 
Full on my sense, with tone sonorous, breaks — 

Faint sighs with dulcet harmonies imbued ! 
Is it the nightingale, whose song, like wine. 
Steals and inebriates with a gush divine ? 

CCCCVII. 

No lyric blasts among the branches run ; 

No birds of dolour warble in the tree ; 
No meek gale, panting through the brambles dun, 

Enchants the watcher with its minstrelsy : 
Some breath more holy than terrestrial air 
Rescues my vision from its doom, despair. 
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Amid' the sylvan darkness clangs the tone 
Of those celestial harmonies, and low 

Their mystic voice with palpitating drone 
More audible in gradual chime doth grow. 

Till, with seraphic strains, a dazzling light 

Bursts with wan glare upon the startled night ! 

ccccix. 
Lo ! 'mid the Haze — an angel in a star ! — 

Before my 'wildered sight divulged to view 
A maid, as fair as purity, and far 

More lustrous in her mien than moonlit dev/, 
Smiles from my woe, like lilies children cull 
From a root blooming in a charnel skull. 

ccccx. 
Naked, in perfect chastity she stands, 

No veil but glory robing all her limbs, 
Her velvet tresses shading with gold bands 

Sweet orbs, wherein benignant beauty swims ; 
Eicher in mysteries those cerulean eyes 
Than the blue problem of crystalline skies. 

CCCCXI. 

Richer in mysteries of natural lore. 

Gentler than meekness, lovelier than love, 

Her azure glances influence the core 

Of my full heart, that flutters like a dove, 

Drinking her looks, as thirsting gardens drain 

Life from cool torrents of nocturnal rain. 
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CCCCXII. 

maiden shade ! my loving lips exclaim, 

Whence grew the mould symmetric of thy form? 

Teach me the magic of thy holy name ; 

Quell with thy lulling words the deathful storm 

That billows all my anguish into tears, 

Shed like a spray about my rocky fears. 

CCCCXIII. 

Then she, in silver intonations, thus. 

With flute-like cadence — sad, yet comforting, 

As when the vernal breezes, low, discuss 

Thro' sedges green the promise of the spring, 

So from her mouth the liquid concord flows — 

Thought's fragrance issuing from a vermeil rose ! 

CCCCXIT. . 

Mortal ! the antidotes of grief are thine ; 

Thine are the latent banes of earthly joy ; 
Deep in thy soul those hidden powers coijibine 

Thy heart's pure treasure with thy life's alloy : 
But, by the token of thy misery, 
The darker power predominates in thee. 

ccccxv. 
Minion of passions ! Now to thee I come. 

Now when thy dream's idolatry is dead. 
Now when thy craven orisons are dumb. 

When thy pride's valour turns to nameless dread. 
Child of eternal bounty ! List the while 
Conscience, thro' me, proclaims thy vision's guile. 
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CCCCXVI. 

Allured from spiritual things by force 
Of carnal predilections, thou hast bowed, 

In the contentment of thy downward course, 
To the pale ghost of evil in its shroud. 

Drunk with the rapture that thy senses yield, 

Thy faith to icy doubt hath been congealed. 

CCCCXVII. 

Know that the classic phantoms thou hast seen 
Were but the symbols of terrestrial feeling ; 

Know that thy mind in impious mood hath been. 
When down before their ghastly presence kneeling ; 

Know that those Godheads are, in sooth and deed. 

The Pagan devils of the Christian creed. 

CCCCXVIII. 

Beauteous and noble though their shapes appeared — 

Grand incarnations of ideal vice ! — 
More in proportion should their sway be feared, 

As with superior charms their looks entice 
The admiration that enkindles awe, 
And renders Sin Beatified thy Law. 

CCCCXIX. 

Hearken, poor nursling of the earth, while I 
Touch thee to penitence with simple words : 

Respond thy fears ! as, when night-zephyrs sigh. 

Stirred in their nests, chaunt forth the dreaming birds ; 

Give ear, believing, to the truths I tell. 

Nor in thy soul let sceptic terrors dwell. 
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CCCCXX. 

But I, in sudden tremor and amaze, 

Marvelled aloud — Virgin ! speak for aye ; 

Sing like the sadness of forgotten laj's ; 

Drain mine eyes' weeping till their founts be dry ; 

While thy glance radiates wisdom's lucent beams, 

Speak ! though thine utterance be the doom of dreams. 

ccccxxi. 
Then she, therewith, her sweet response awoke, 

And, as the rhetoric of her voice arose. 
Forth from her yellow braided tresses broke 

Celestial amaranths ; with vocal throes 
Her throbbing tones in murmurs gushed along — ■ 
The touching prelude to her golden song. 

CCCOXXII. 

Live not again, she cried, mere soulless clay ; 

Die not again to thoughts divine and true ; 
Nor in blaspheming admiration pay 

Homage to daemons which from Fancy grew ; 
Learn from Creation that obedient run 
The stellar orbits to the will of One. 

CCCCXXIII. 

Not to the devious mandate of a host, 
But to the concrete code of One alone. 

Who, world-long ages ere th' Hellene could boast 
One hell-drawn despot on Olympic throne. 

Shed like gold-dust thro' ebon space afar, 

'Eound hoary Aldebaran, star on star. 
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CCCCXXIV. 

Mourn not because, with fabled shades of eld 

Poetic loveliness hath passed away ; 
Nor think because this age hath ne'er beheld, 

Or Pan at dawn, or Dis at shut of day, 
That therefore Earth hath lost one charm the more. 
That therefore man no longer may adore. 

OCCCXXT. 

See in the banishment of false belief 

But nobler cause for human gratitude, 
And in the grand decree, no theme of grief. 

That spurned the Glory to exalt the Good, 
Th' angelic change that purified the world, 
And realms of error into chaos hurled. 

ccccxxvi. 
Pause not in horror o'er the tomb of Greece, 

But recognise in every ruined shrine 
A mournful guerdon of eternal peace, 

A surety of bliss for ever thine : 
Deny no more that blessed boons befel 
The globe, when daemons vanished into hell. 

CCCCXXVII. 

When the sad voice along th' ^gean wave 
Muttered the tidings of destructive night. 

Gave Time's magnificence one common grave, 
And plunged its pomp in everlasting night — 

Great Pan is dead ! the ruddy mountains cried ; 

Great Pan is dead ! the purpling flood replied. 
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CCCCXXVIII. 

And at the roar of ttat misboding sound 
Wept all the billows with a sea-green foam ; 

Asunder dropped in Athens to the ground 

The bronze palladium : while, in haughty Eome, 

The golden shield with clangour burst in twain, 

God's iJanio shuddered o'er the land and main. 

CCCCXXIX. 

Then fled those shadows of fictitious power 
Long worshipped in the infancy of Mind ; 

Fled, too, therewith grim Hades' sullen dower — 
Abominations dire yet undefined. 

Whate'er in them was gentle, grand, or fair, 

Blent in one thought that deified the air ! 

ccccxxx. 
That thought the knowledge of a lonely God, 

Unseen, impalpable, remote, yet near ; 
Moving o'er tracks by angel feet ne'er trod 

Beyond the highest heaven of heavens, yet here ! 
This mighty orb an atom He doth render 
Contrasted with His attributes of splendour. 

ccccxxxi. 
His attributes, all infinite and holy ; 

Omniscience His in wisdom, and in strength 
Omnipotence combined with goodness solely 

In height and depth, in boundless breadth and length; 
Mighty, yet loving as a Child Divine, 
Lull'd in a manger of old Palestine. 
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CCCCXXXII. 

Doomed to extinction by the solemn cry 

That agonized Golgotha's rocky womb, 
Olympus quaked, while all its pageantry 

Shrank with mute awe into sepulchral gloom. 
Rippled the ground, as ocean to the wind. 
Blushing with God's own blood incarnadined. 

CCCCXXXIII. 

Mythology then perished as a creed, 

With all its beatific beauty marred ; 
Its magic sceptre, dwindled to a reed. 

Yielding soft music to the breath of bard ; 
Its vaunted monarchs of immortal hours 
Fading corruptibly like withered flowers. 

CCCCXXXIV. 

Tor decomposing tendencies were there. 
Each name but being the symbolic tj'pe 

Of human passions vile as human care, 

Or of crude vice, and crimes autumnal-ripe, 

Embodied forms of ills idealised, 

Eadiant with fame, and in one faith compi'ised. 

ccccxxxv. 
In Juno, pride and jealousy combined. 

Took the grand aspect of a Godlike Queen ; 
In Venus, beauty's splendours were divined ; 

In Cupid love, in Pluto wrath was seen ; 
Craft sped in Mercury's agile bound of feet, 
And wisdom gleamed in Pallas' gaze complete ; 
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CCCCXXXVI. 

Prayer shone in Vesta's exquisite repose ; 

Power flam'd sublime on Jove's triumphant rod ; 
Storms, all incarnate, from the deep arose, 

Where Neptune's step th' elastic billow trod ; 
Labour in Hercules emerged like Might, 
And Vulcan issued from the toils of night ; 

CCCCXXXTII. 

Valour in Mars assumed the guise of one 
Who force nor fury of Contention reck'd ; 

Apollo, pictured in God's golden sun, 
Eevealed on high Man's golden intellect ; 

Convivial dreams to Bacchic legends grew, 

When Nectar bubbled in the evening dew. 

CCCCXXXVIII. 

Nature, in glorified apparel clad, 

Eeigned as Demeter with a wand of woe ; 

And kindred Queens her various offspring had, 
Flora presiding when the flowers did blow, 

A Dryad lurking in each gnarled root, 

Pomona ripening with her smiles the fruit. 

ccccxxxix. 
Harbour no more the desolating dread 

That with the grosser phantasies of old 
One holy sentiment of truth has fled. 

One damning deed of Time remains untold. 
Dead are no charms : their concentrated spell 
Graces the heaven where triune glories dwell ; 
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CCCCXL. 

The Trinity in oneness that for aye, 
Veiled in ineffable refulgence, breathed 

His vitalizing Will thro' chaos gray. 

And thro' all space His starry garlands wreathed ; 

The awful God whose threefold might withstood 

The eternal doom of endless solitude. 

CCCCXLI. 

That wondrous unity hath reconciled 

The dire anomalies that, once revered. 
Have been by myriads utterly reviled 

Since God's incarnate Word on earth appeared. 
The Child of Nazareth who, history tells, 
Spoke not in myths but loving parables. 

CCCCXLII. 

But stay thy thoughts, she cried in sudden awe : 
Pause ! — and each amaranth beamed forth a ray : 

Drink deep the joyaunce that thy senses draw 
From thy heart's musing and thy mind's survey. 

When, with its bold illimitable scan 

Imagination wings the soul of man. 

CCCCXLIII. 

As in the scope of the Creator's gaze 

Thy spirit on those pinions of belief 
Soars to the rarefying heights of praise, 

Evoking ecstasies of joy from grief. 
Prayer to thy mouth with burning accent starts, 
The sweet evangel of adoring hearts. 
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CCCCXLIV. 

All dreams of sensuous beauty then discard ; ' 

Let thy lip murmur aspirations fraught 
With holiness, i' the language of a bard — 

Crystallizations of spontaneous thought, 
Jewels of lore which cunning Fancy sets 
To golden Song — Life's precious amulets. 

CCCCXLY. 

One anodyne of woe for thee I leave. 

One quaint device or talisman of joy, 
Of which let suffering ne'er thy breast bereave. 

Or crime degrade, or venal act destroy. 
First then, mortal, hear my tongue rehearse 
Virtues and Ages blending in a verse. 

CCCCXLVI. 

Have Faith implicit in the Present hour ; 

Have Hope for all the Future holds in store ; 
Have — though dark memories around thee lower — 

Love for the solemn Past for evermore : 
And thus serenely let thy soul confess 
Heaven's holy rule of earthly happiness. 

CCCCXLVII. 

Take next, she sighed, yet, e'en while sighing, smiled, 
Take next the emblem of the boon of years — 

The guerdon whose meek bliss hath oft beguiled 

Anguish distraught with groans and drowned with 

Lo ! as she speaks, within my palm I see [tears. 

Dropped the dear charm of age and infancy. 
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CCCCXLVIII. ' ' 

A fairy signet welded from tlie ore 

Of gold and silver delicately blent 
In ductile traceries woven to one core 

Threading tlie knot by amorous hands ne'er rent ; 
A ring — symbolic of Life's endless flame — ■ 
Gemmed with th' acrostic of a Holy Name. 

CCCCXLIX. 

Kapis-laziili, caked like candied sweets, 

®nyx, with veins all dappled, streaked, and pied, 

"Fermilion, ruddier than pomegranate meats. 
And (JEmerald greener than the glassy tide, 

With variegated splendour form, above 

That magic round, the monogram of love. 

CCCCL. 

Kissing that pledge of solace, as a bride 

Her zone of wedlock, cried my voice — Thy Name ? 

When, o'er the naked virgin, lo ! descried, 
Lettered in purple amaranths and flame. 

Her designation, curved her brows around, 

As with a diadem divinely crowned. 

CCCCLI. 

Sweet Aletheia ! fading, flickering shone, 
One brilliant aureole of blooms and rays ! 

Eustling, as on some gorgeous gonfanon 
The blazoned motto that its pomp displays. 

Twinkling, like stars in constellation set, 

O'er the lulled world. Night's diamond aigrette. 
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CCCCIJI. 

No pagan Veritas art thou, Queen ! 

Type ! Priestess of supernal Truth ! 
Who, trembling thro' my ripened thoughts art seen 

As 'mid the corn of Boaz trembled Euth. 
Thus murmur I, my jewelled hand the while 
Lit with the radiance of her holy smile. 

CCCCLIII. 

Truth in the aspect of a maiden fair, 

Truth all unveiled in every visual grace. 

Truth with celestial glory in her hair, 

Truth with eyes clear, and calm, translucent face. 

Truth in unutterable beauty viewed 

Stands the sole witness of my solitude. 

CCCCLIV. 

My heart to hers, her soul to mine reveals, 
Thro' the still language of our museful eyes. 

Each subtle fancy that mere speech conceals. 
All aspirations and all mysteries ; 

Our silence ever with communings rife, 

Those mute revealings of congenial life. 

CCCCLT. 

And gazing thus, transmuted, she dissolves, 

Melting into my being like a dream ; 
On my dead woe her living joy devolves. 

My veins thick-pulsing with a twofold stream. 
While conscious peace augu,stly thrills along 
The throbbing metre of life's heart-born song. 
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CCCCLVI. 

And Aletheia makes my soul her sbrine, 
Less like a dryad in the greenwood tree, 

Than like some saint of purity divine 
Cloistered within a lowly sanctuary. — 

While with red flakes and amber foam the day 

Boils o'er heaven's brim, night grayly fades away. 

CCCCLVII. 

O'er the stiU copse, cool breathing dawns the morn 
As o'er my soul another dawn dispreads 

Its inner radiance, while from every thorn 
Its tears of dew the matin twilight sheds : 

Earth, with diurnal pomp, renews her youth. 

And all my heart is Love, and all my being Truth. 



ADDITIONAL POEMS. 



THE JUDGMENT OF ST. GUDULE. 

(NOVEMBER, 1869, BEUSSELS.) 

Aee my senses awake or dreamiDg, 

Still lapped in that slumber called life ? 
Such splendours around me are streaming, 

Such thunders with harmony rife : 
Like concords of clarions resounding 

With organ, and cymbal, and song ; 
Grand surges of tumult astounding 

On seraph-like wings borne along. 
A vision sublime with a glory 

Of azure, and crimson, and gold, 
Entrances my sight with its story. 

Like blazon from heaven unrolled. 
I gaze down a vista resplendent 

With amerthyst, purple and green, 
Where twelve great Apostles attendant 

Loom silent, and grand, and serene. 
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Here, Peter, their Prince and their Pastor, 

The Lord of the Holy Eleven, 
Who bears for his symbol as Master 

The Keys of the Kingdom of Heaven. 
Here, Andrew, his brother, no dreamer 

Of martyrdom dreadlj' divine, 
Who loved so thro' death his Eedeemer, 

His Cross of Christ's name was the sign. 
Bartholomew, nothing dismaying. 

Though tearing him piecemeal from life, 
Still grasping the brand of his flaying. 

His trophy, the pitiless Knife. 
Lowly Philip sublimed by the splendour 

That purges the gold and the dross, 
Whose Staff though so fragile and slender. 

To the height of God's heaven bore the Cross, 
O'er Zion enthroned as the ruler, 

The just and the generous James, 
Whose death by the Pole of the Fuller, 

That terrible weapon proclaims. 
And Thomas whose doubtings would linger 

Till faith rose from touch and from glance, 
"When probing that wound with his finger 
That came from his emblem the Lance. 
And Simon, the Canaanite, striving 

So firmly to further the law, 
He recked not the golden bowl's riving, 
The silver cord snapped by the Saw. 
And Thaddeus 'rapt 'mid the glory 
That grew from the dawn of his birth. 
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Till rounding the line of his story 

The dull Bludgeon felled him to earth. 
Discarding with scorn the world's barter, 

More fleeting than flame of the flax, 
Lo ! Matthew, th' Evangelist-Martyr, 

Who fell 'neath, to soar from, the Axe. 
Boanerges, those Sons of the Thunder, 

Whose tones, not affrighted, allured ! — 
James, with Sceptre and Orb ne'er asunder — 

His long Pilgrim-Staff and his Gourd. 
And John, the Beloved and lowly. 

That golden-haired Youth, hoary Seer, 
Who revealed how — thro' symbol most holy — 

God's Cup scared hell's Dragon of Pear. 
Paul, last of the glorious number. 

Struck down by the light of the Lord ! — 
Whose voice 'woke the Gentiles from slumber, 

Whose sign was Faith's conquering Sword. 

Down the avenue formed by the solemn 

And exquisite glories revealed 
By the pointed arch sprung from each column — 

Wintry forests to marble congealed ! — 
Down that Vista of Statues unfolding 

A splendour-lit Pathway to Heaven 
There my wondering eyes seem beholding 

Where the Veil of the Temple is riven- 
Born to sight from abysses eternal. 

Borne on high thro' the infinite blue. 
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Poised serenely o'er flamings infernal, 

As thougli air into adamant grew, 
All His Presence celestial light beaming, 

Lo ! by myriad angels adored, 
Swathed in blood-tinctured raiment redeeming, 

Yea ! the Christ, and the God, and the Lord ! 
From the depth of that mystical splendour 

What gleams of Omnipotence shine ! 
From those glances, so awful and tender, 

^^'hat grace and what sweetness divine ! 
EoUing onward in sumptuous surges, 

Come angels with trumpets of gold, 
Blending peeans of bliss with hell's dirges, 

"While the gates of the Future unfold. 
Here, the Heralds of Paradise, glowing 

'Mid that radiance supernal and pomp. 
Thro' their clarions symmetrical blowing 

Wondrous notes like the Soul of the Tromp. 
Here — speeding on mission horrific — 

The Angel of Death and of Doom, 
Thro' thunder-blast dread and omnific, 

God's levin-bolt slings thro' the gloom. 
So fierce soar the flames never-ending 

That wrap in the pit the lost world. 
That by breath of their fury ascending 

The Trumpet of Doom's warped and curled. 

Far above in abysses eternal. 

Far away in the infinite blue. 
See Veronica's symbol supernal. 

Transfigured, is shining to view. 
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'Tis a token, that sign of the passion 

Thro' ages unending will range, 
Though the heav'ns, like a garb out of fashion, 

God's fiat omnipotent change ! 
My Soul ! art thou waking or dreaming? 

Art beyond, or art nearing the tomb ? 
Such splendours around thee are streaming 

Like gleams of the dawning of Doom. 
" Thro' a glass, Now," I see not darkling : 

Away all earth's shadows are driven. 
As thro' prism-dyes, Eden-dew sparkling, 

I gaze on the glories of Heaven. 
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LOVE'S CALENDAE. 

Talk of love in Vernal hours, 

When the landscape blushes 
With the dawning glow of flowers, 

While the early thrushes 
Warble in the apple tree ; 

When the primrose, springing 
From the green bank, lulls the bee. 

On its blossom swinging. 

Talk of love in Summer-tide, 

When thro' bosky shallows 
Trills the streamlet— all its side 

Pranked with freckled mallows ; - 
When in mossy lair of wrens 

Tiny eggs are warming ; 
When above the reedy fens 

Dragon-gnats are swarming. 

Talk of love in Autumn days, 
When the fruit, all mellow, 

Drops amid the lipening rays. 
While the leaflets yellow 
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Circle in the sluggish hreeze 

With their portents bitter ; 
When between the fading trees 

Broader sunbeams glitter. 

Talk of love in Winter-time, 

When the hailstorm hurtles, 
While the robin sparks of rime 

Shakes from hardy myrtles ; 
Never speak of love vi^ith scorn, 

Such were direst treason ; 
Love was made for eve and morn, 

And for every season. 



THE SYLVAN FOUNTAIN. 

Like a fountain o'er the meadow 
Gold the green laburnum showers : 

Spouting up a glossy column, 
Dripping down in amber flowers. 
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THE MAGNETIC JPLOWER. 

'Mid the blue meadows of the sky, 
'Mid the green deserts of the land, 

A silver star-gem blooms on high, 
A golden blossom on the sand — 

Gruides, God hath lettered all around, 

In air, and in the verdure of the ground. 

And ever when the traveller turns 
His track across the wild or main, 

There thro' the clouds, the star-gem burns, 
There glows the blossom on the plain, 

There o'er his head, or 'neath his feet. 

The guardian jewel doth his glances greet. 

The soul, too, hath its star and flower, 
Its guides amid the glooms of sin ; 

Still luring though dark passions lower. 
Or from on high, or from within ; 

The bloom perennial, and the light 

Shining unquenched amid temptation's night. 

Faith is the star that gleams above, 
Hope is the flower that buds below : 

Twin tokens of celestial love 

That out from Nature's bosom grow ; 

And still alike in sky, on sod. 

That star and blossom ever point to God. 
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EAETH'S DESTINY. 



A THOUGHT of glory for the day of doom 

Kindles my brooding heart with hopes sublime, 
Gilding with light Creation's final gloom, 

Tinting with vernal blush the corpse of time. 
Perchance it is some mere delusive dream, 

Some phantasy divine, but all untrue ; 
Yet doth my fancy drink its golden gleam 

As the dry floweret quaffs the genial dew. 

Methinks that God's great orb will not decay 

Till every atom of terrestrial dust 
Hath formed a portion of soul-nurtured clay, 

That thrills with love, or throbs the pulse of lust. 
Methinks that never — till the race of man 

Hath tallied with earth's aggregated pomp, 
Numbers and bulk comprised in equal span — 

Shall clang thro' heaven's abyss th' angelic tromp. 

When with red horror glares the lurid sun 

Tbro' the gray ghast'ness of the sullen air ; 
When dirge-like tempests clothe the mountains dun. 

And probe with thunderbolts their caverns bare ; 
When hosts unutterable throng the skies, 

Of moons, and stars, and flaming seraphim ; 
When o'er their wings th' Almighty Christ shall rise, 

And render all contrasted splendours dim — 



314 earth's destiny. 

Then, then methinks the Godhead's awful voice 

With strange, revivifying influence rife, 
Shall bid that realm of dormant souls rejoice, 

And its whole substance quicken into life ! 
Some downwards hurled, a wild, and damned race, 

And others glorified to thrones above, 
And the world's orbit prove a void in space, 

The vacant mould of man-redeeming love ! 



THE SWEET OF THE YEAR AKD FALL OF 
THE LEAF. 

Veesal hopes, when gushing 
From youth's heart, resemble, 
In their radiance tender. 
Spring-time's silver flowers : 
Withered hopes, all blushing 
Death-red, downward tremble, 
As with ruddy splendour 
Autumn's golden showers. 
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LOKDS AND LADIES. 

A SYLVAN LAY. 

Fairies from the world though vanished, 
Dainty Queen Titania banished — 
.Even the royal Oberon 
From his sylvan realms long ilown ; 
Puck no more from cowslip yellow 
Tumbling forth as Eob Goodfellow ; 
Though no tiny moonlight fays, 
Floating down the silvery rays, 
Here no longer, sporting seen, 
Gem with acid rings the green : 
Yet some pretty elves I know, 
Covertly on sly tiptoe. 
Lurking in the hedgerow bank, 
'Mid the docks and darnels rank — 
Where the honey-bee oft booms 
When the sweet-flowered nettle blooms ; 
Hid where purple violets blow 
And pale primrose loves to grow. 
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What tliongh Lords and Ladies hight, 

Each is but a rustic spright ! 

Sleek with ruby velvet head, 

Fringed with brown and frilled with red, 

Cloaked about in verdure brief 

With a single curling leaf. 

In my childhood's dreamy days 
These to me were floral fays ; 
Fairies blooming in the grass 
Near where village urchins pass ; 
Eadiant sprites with power untold 
Budding from the common mould ; 
Quaint wee shapes with elfin graces 
Lingering in forgotten places, 
Eeadj' for the sports of yore, 
Should the signal sound once more — 
Signal blown on woodbine horn 
Hours before the glint of morn ; 
Signal at whose magic might 
Glowworms lit the gloom of night ; 
Signal at whose wizard spell 
Chimed each flower's melodious bell. 

Still, when lapped in slumbers deep 
When through visions of my sleep. 
Watching fitful summer shadows 
Floating mist-like o'er the meadows. 
Where the king-cups fresh I view 
Brimming with the early dew, 
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And the little daisies white 
Eeddening at their rims with light, 
While the bluebells' scent, more rare 
Than balm of Gilead, loads the air — • 
Then, by childhood's hours refined. 
Then, Ah ! then — while all my mind 
Free from every earthly care is — 
Lords and Ladies still are Fairies ! 



BIETH OP THE BUTTERFLY. 

Velvet larvK, sleek and green, I 
Dyed by verdure each devours. 

Like green buds in bloom are seen. 
Blossoming to fluttering flowers. 
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A STAELIGHT LOVE-TEYST. 

Soft thro' the leaves stir the night-winds like showers ! 
Soft as in dreams rise the souls of the flowers, 
Eise in the fragrance each blossom avows, 
Floating round nestled birds lulled 'mid the boughs ; 

Down by the shallows, 

Where bloom the mallows 
Under the tremulous gloom of the beech ; 

Star-gleams revealing 

Twin lovers stealing 
Linked in one yearning embrace each to each. 

Glassed o'er the stream thrill heaven's glories above ! 
Glassed in each soul thrills the heaven of their love ! 
Whispers the wave thro' the green rushes rank ! 
Whispers the wind thro' the briars on the bank ! 

Whispers as tender 

'Neath the sky's splendour 
Tremble to kisses scarce heard thro' the night ! 

Ether and river 

Glitter and quiver 
With myriad myriad wonders of light. 
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the lithe waist by a fund arm entwined ! 
O the soft cheek bj^ another reclined ! 
the brown ringlet by warm kisses stirred ! 
O the low whisper of love when first heard ! 

Truthful lips meeting, 

Faithful hearts beating, 
Passion thro' dark eyes to blue looking down, 

While stars discover 

Lover by lover 
Down in the dell where the primrose has blown. 



FINITE AND INFINITE. 

Eeason one quaint solution doth append 

To Nature's darkest yet divinest riddle- 
Time is but a beginning and an end, 
Eternity is nothing but a middle. 
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SPEAK! SMILE! SING! 

Speak ! and as melodious winds, agreeing, 
Flutter some seolian harp above. 

All the sentient fibres of my being 

Tremble to those thrilling tones of love. 

Smile ! and as the beams of mci'ning render 
Iridescent violets brimmed with dew, 

So thy joyous glance, responsive splendour 
Wakes in tearful eyes that turn to you. 

Sing ! and Ah ! my fancy, spreading pinions, 
Floats above the sweet seraphic air : 

Even as the soul to heaven's dominions 
Soars upon the incense of a prayer. 
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A HOME LOVE-SONG-. 

Loved well, when pausing in the twilight meadow 
Thou first vouchsafed thy plighted troth to me, 

All heaven then trembling in the moonlit shadow 
Eve showered around us from the trysting tree. 

Loved more, when joy bells chimed our nuptial hours, 
And bridal maidens grouped thy form beside, 

While on thy raven hair sweet orange flowers 
Marked my betrothed fair — my blooming bride. 

Loved most, when nestled by our home-hearth's 
shining. 

Our first wee prattler clinging to thy knee, 
I saw, thro' thy dear eyes, thy soul divining 

The lover, husband, father, blent in me. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES. 

I LIKE to think of the domestic pleasures, 
The homely fancies and the human cares, 

The joys and griefs of heart the mummer treasures 
Beneath the tinsel of the garb he wears. 

The piebald Clown upon the sawdust tumbling, 
With mouth elastic and lash-tickled calves ; 

The Master of the Eing, with aiguillette fumbling, 
While with the jokes of Motley going halves ; 

The flitting Fairy in her gossamer jacket. 
With silver sash, and loosely-flowing hair, 

And dandy whip — she well knows when to crack it, 
While leaping garters from her flying mare ; 

The sole-chalked Acrobat on padded saddle, 
Who turns the somersault at wildest speed. 

Or spans four chargers with portentous straddle. 
While deftly guiding onward steed on steed : 
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These, 1 delight to know, are men and brothers, 
Are sprightly sisters with a touch of grace, 

With filial tenderness, some nurturing mothers, 
Some, with paternal love, a toddling race. 

Thus, yonder, winking through vermilion sockets, 
His tongue grotesquely thrust in whitened cheek, 

With sausages purloined crammed into pockets 
That were a paradise to area sneak — 

May be but one who 'midst the peals of laughter 
Has secret cause in truth for saddest tears. 

Perhaps beneath whose squalid garret rafter 
There droops the partner of his hopes and fears. 

And yet again, that more preposterous fellow 

In lacquered boots with monstrous jingling spurs. 

His coat all frogs, his swell gloves dainty yellow, 
"Who always struts whene'er a step he stirs — 

Even he perchance may have a chubby rabble. 
Among whose gambols he unbends with ease — 

His dearest joy to hear their infant babble, 

Their chief delight but then to climb his knees. 

Thus, yonder flippant elf in- spangled raiment. 
With sauciest air, who holds the sinewy reins. 

Perhaps but hardly earns the niggard payment 
That some, poor crippled elder's life sustains. 
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Nay, even yon' rider, bounding like a cricket 

Above the crupper of his snorting horse. 
Who skims a five-barred hurdle like a wicket, 

Wheeling clattering hoofs around the whirling course- 
Yes, e'en this agile Indian-rubber antic — 

Quite independent, seemingly, of feet — 
But ties himself in knots, and twirls half-frantic. 

With homeliest view to make the two ends meet ! 

It lends a dignity to humblest labour, 

That reverent tending of the household hearth ; 

It draws sweet music from the pipe and tabor, 
To which th' itinerant player tunes his mirth. 

And hence the sympathy I love to squander 
Among all mimes I note, no matter where, 

Still feeling sure these golden threads oft wander 
Thro' all the tawdry warp and woof they wear. 
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LOVE'S TEICOLOE. 

A Bluebell on her baby lap I threw 

When first we were together, 
Couch'd neath the meadow-hedge near which it grew- 
Tbat showery, sunbright weather ! 
All April in the skies. 
May gleaming thro' her eyes ; 
8weet birds singing, 
Blossoms springing — 
Buds upon the heather ! 

A purpling Eose I placed within her hand — 

That young life's summer token ! — 
Her girlish soul my sonl could understand — 
The maiden spell was broken — 
Soft love-light on her face 
Eevealed its dimpling grace : 
Warm heart-flushes 
In her blushes 
Told the words just spoken. 
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A waxen-white Camellia on her breast — 

Ah, well do I remember! — 
My love laid down where calm she lay at rest : 
'Twas in the bleak December : 

Dead, dead her heart's love-fire — 
Mine only will expire 
With death's sleeping : 
Lifelong weeping 
Shall not quench its ember. 
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THE MOEEIS DANCEES. 

A CHORAL LYRIC. 

Come gentle, come simple, haste forth where are seen 
What frolics we mummers now foot on the green ; 
Leave tankard unlifted, and goblet undrained, 
The rosewood fruit-littered, the maple ring-stained, 
Bringing pipes from the tap-room and eke from the hall. 
Forth ! and smoke in the sweet evening air at our 
call- 
Around 

While we bound 
Ere the ruddy sun sets, 
While rattle 
And prattle 
Our shrill castanets. 

Fair maid with lawn kerchief and bright cherry bows. 
With lips red as sorrel and eyes black as sloes. 
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Fling open the lattice and lean o'er the sill, 

Letting sweet eyes and lips there alike drink their 

fiU— 
The one of the zephyr, the one of the sight, 
Till lips brim with laughter and eyes with delight : 
About 
As the rout 
Of our merry mimes swells. 
While tinkle 
And twinkle 
Gay ribbons, gay bells. 

Hail ! old gossip Humphrey, in apron of jean, 
With a flaw in one eye, like a crack in the pane ; 
Your queer mouth awry as it sucks the dudheen. 
While the silver fumes puff jovial chuckles between — 
Your weed if well lit, troth your face seems the same. 
With your one eye alight and your nose all aflame ; 

Abroad 

As each gaud 
Of our dance scatters round. 

While patter 

And clatter 
Quick heels on the ground. 

Ah ! sweet mistress Lucy, with ringlets like gold, 
And ruby mouth dimpling with laughter untold, 
Eein up the white palfry that champs at the bit, 
And give the clear trill of your laughter its fit ; 



THE MORRIS DANCERS. 329 

Not a wag of us all but Ms heart would rejoice 
To hear, though derisive, the chime of your voice : 
Each clown, 
Up and down, 
Thro' the maze of the dance, 
Letting flow 
To and fro 
Gayest streamers that glance. 

Ho ! burly old Eoger, the grimy, the gray. 
Still ringing from anvil the work-chime of day. 
From greed of stout blows that no labour can gorge. 
Now lean on the hammer that rests on the forge, 
Sweeping grizzled locks back from your brow smirched 

and warm, 
Vulcan's cavern your smithy, a Cyclops your form : 
While fair 
To the air 
With fast fluttering gleam. 
To the beat 
Of our feet 
Snow white handkerchiefs stream. 

Hist ! rosy-cheeked Patty, with frank laughing eyes, 
As arch in their beauty, as blue as the skies. 
Tripping fresh from the buttercup mead by the stream. 
With milkpails well-poised brimming over with cream, 
Let them drip on the sod while you pause to look back, 
As though daisies were dropping fresh blooms on your 
track ; 
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And hear 

Einging clear, 
Where our foot-notes prevail, 

One alone 

You can own 
Love has lured on that trail. 

Come striplings, come maidens, troop round in a ring, 
Here watch our quaint gambols that welcome the 

spring; 
Old gaffer in holiday smock trim and clean. 
Old gammer in scarlet cloak brave as a queen. 
And urchins swept back by the whirl of the thong 
Wielding bladder elastic, restraining the throng : 
Draw round 
Where we bound 
In retreat and advance. 
To each shout 
Einging out 
From our wild Morris Dance. 
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LONDON PEIDE. 

AN artisan's town LYRIC. 

In my tastes I fear I'm shallow, 
When, for flowers to gems akin — 

Gorgeous cactus, blooming aloe — 
Eeally caring not a pin. 

With a vulgar choice preferring 

Blossoms mean such blooms beside,— 

Larkspurs of our paltry rearing,' 
Little sprigs of London Pride. 

Mignonette, that smells full sweetly. 
Though but grown upon a sill ; 

Hyacinths not blown completely. 
Perhaps some withered daffodil. 

Trivial, worthless though their seeming, 

These to me are very dear ; 
Sights that set my memory dreaming. 

Sounds like music in my ear ! 

For the fragile leaves awaken 
From her slumbers underground, 

One whose tiny hands have shaken 
Flowers like these my path around. 
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They recall the days long vanished, 
When my little prattler's smile 

Quickly bitterest sorrows banished, 
Could my every care beguile. 

Gazing with a mournful pleasure 
On these blossoms thro' my tears. 

Once again my toddling treasure 
From her childish grave appears ! 

I can hear her wee feet clearly 
Pattering on the gravel run, 

See her fair curls — loved so dearly ! — 
Dancing golden in the sun ; 

See again her lap all brimming 
With the fragrant garden-spoil. 

While with joy her blue eyes swimming 
Count the produce of her toil ; 

Dropping from her store sweet posies 
Made of poorest buds and bells — 

Sweeter yet to me than roses, 
Amaranths, or asphodels. 

These no doubt are idle fancies ; 

Yet, with thoughts of buried hours, 
Tenderest love my soul entrances — 
, Yearning o'er these humble flowers. 
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A EONDEAU. 

'EouND her slender waist a garland 

Woven in frolic, Lilian wound ; 
Sweet blush rose and sweeter jasmine 

In the coil alternate hound. 
Sauntering 'midst the blooming thickets 

Trained for timorous love's retreat, 
With the calm blue heaven above us, 

And the green grass at our feet, — 
Better thus, said I, the garland 

O'er my Lilian's brow be placed. 
While a loving arm creeps fondly 

'Eound her slender waist. 
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ASTRONOMIC FANCIES. 

COMETS. 

All comets slung thro' space abroad 

Are weaving Heaven's eternal praise, 
While threading all the starry maze — 

The shuttles of the loom of God. 

PLANETS. 

The lustrous velvet of a ripening plum 

Is but the sign of Earth's minutest life : 

So may Heaven's orbs, with vital beauty rife. 

Seen by Grod's eye, like blooming fruit become. 

CONSTELLATIONS. 

As on vibrating discs responsive sand 

Wreathes into lovely shapes — a mystic dance ! 
So o'er the thrilling plains of heaven may glance 

God's golden star-dust strewn with affluent hand. 

SONS. 

As God an atom once blind man adored 

Yon solar symbol of creative might : 

Systems and suns struck out, mere showers of light- 
Sparks from the glowing anvil of the Lord. 
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SYSTEMS. 

Heaven's golden spheres Earth's purpling grapes recall, 
So mellowing hang till Time their lot fulfil — 
"When shaken by the fiat of His will 

The ripened clusters of God's vintage fall. 

SATELLITES. 

In antique feasts, 'mid wine cups trailed with bloom, 
The grimly skull gleamed o'er the Sybarite board : 
Lo ! like a death's-head, where the Moon (dread 
Lord !) 

Smiles o'er Earth's flowery banquet-hall her doom. 

THE MUSIC OF THE SPHEEES. 

Inaudible to all save heavenly ears — 

As 'round the honeyed hive the bee-swarm burns — 
So, from yon golden maze that wheels and turns, 

Eesounds thro' Space the Music of the Spheres. 

PLANETARY ELLIPSES. 

Concentric circles whirled together 'round 
Another, grander, central orb of light : 
May not those rings be lengthened in their iiight. 

And thus the key of the Ellipse be found ? 
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L'lMITATION. 

A THOUGHT FEOM JOCELTN. 

Fondly and frequently in hours of woe, 

When grief ehbs inwards, and no tears may flow, 

When dark afJSiction with its draught returns, 

And arid sorrow in my hosom burns — 

Then in the current of that golden book 

Steeps my dry lip as in a limpid brook ; 

That book so lofty in its lowly way, 

A holy chalice wrought from humble clay, 

A chalice brimming with celestial wine — 

The 'rapt Evangel's honey-drops divine — 

Where wisdom born of man and God-born too, 

Floods thro' the heart in simple words and few ; 

Where every soul adust with sin and shame. 

Bending in sadness quaffs to quench the flame. 

Quaffs like Gethsemane the blood that poured 

When in the garden groaned Creation's Lord ; 

Where every spirit as the time decrees, 

May weep with suffering, or may smile with ease ; 

Where moral aliments abound at length. 

The milk maternal, or the bread of strength ; 

And where, beneath the awful Cross sublime, 

The Cross on which a God expires for crime, 

Man, in the tears of Christ, may drink and sev. 

The love of God and Christ's philosophy. 
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A MOTHEK'S LOVE. 

Days of my boyhood I wherefore did ye seem 

So glad, and bright, and glorious, and fair ; 
Why did ye flit in such a joyous dream. 

Giving a bluer beauty to the air : 
Did the green river sparkle clearer then, 

Were the rimmed daisies whiter in those hours ; 
Came there a blither whistle from the wren. 

Or sweeter perfume from the meadow flowers ? 

I know not ; but more softly stirred the leaves, 

The cowslips bloomed more golden in the grass, 
Poppies looked deeper scarlet in the sheaves. 

And thyme smelt sweeter in its russet mass ; 
A richer ripeness gloomed upon the fruit, 

A pearlier dew hung glimmering on the sprays ; 
A darker purple decked each violet's shoot. 

And fraiight with charms appeared those mystic days 

Whence came this hidden rapture, which endowed 
Each little pleasure with a priceless worth ; 

That flung such sunny lustre on the crowd 
Of gladsome faces gathered round our hearth ; 
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That shed a hue so gorgeous and so rich 
About those dismal tales of Eastern gnome 

Which, lingering on mine ear, would oft bewitch 
My youngling fancy in mine own dear home ? 

0, I have smiled amidst my childish tears, — 

As sunbeams glitter through the winter's rime, — ; 
For, 'midst the anguish of my fleeting fears. 

That matchless spell has thrilled me many a time. 
A gentle hand has smoothed my golden hair, 

A tongue has whispered music to my heart, 
A throbbing breast has lulled my idle care. 

And loving lips have bade each woe depart. 

God ! how those tender features now revive 

With all their sweet affection, as I trace 
On memory's tarnished tablets thoughts that dive 

And nestle in my soul and flush mine altered face 1 
Though time has stamped me since in rugged mould. 

And trampled boyhood's blossoms in the dust ; 
Though worldly cares have o'er my pathway rolled, 

And dulled my shattered hopes with selfish rust. 

Though other ties have risen since the day. 

The wild, wild day, when that fond form departed ; 
Still, still my dreams will wing their drooping way 

To her lost image — sad and broken-hearted. 
Could that loved spirit, with its power of old, 

Delve in the tumult of my aching brain. 
Then would a store of greenling hours unfold. 

And bj'gone pleasures seem to live again. 
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How plain I see on memory's mirror rise 

That look that swayed me in one kindly glance, 
The tender goodness of those dark brown eyes, 

And each mild beauty of her countenance ; 
Those gentle fingers seem again to toy 

Among my childlike ringlets, while another 
Soft whisper fills my bounding heart with joy — 

And yet mine eyes are blind with scalding dews, 
dear Mother ! 
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A GAME OF EOMPS— WITH MY BOYS. 
' For it is good to be children sometimes." — The Christmas Carol. 

Trooping to my study, 
In the fire-glow ruddy, 
Eolling by the fender, 
Tumbling down my books : 
Scaring student-labours 
More than pipes and tabors, 
Sweeps or kettle-mender. 
Philosophic looks ! 

Come five urchins rattling. 
Seeing who by battling, 
With victorious laughter, 
First shall climb my knee : 
Helter skelter, scrambling, 
Dancing, leaping, ambling. 
As though each a rafter 
Strove to rend with glee ! 

Little roguish varlet 
Clad in shoes of scarlet, 
Socks and frock the whitest, 
Blue sash, curls of gold — 
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Canter, perched a-straddle, 
Slipper for a saddle, 
Thro' dark eyes — the brightest! — 
Shining joy untold. 

Hither, chubby Charley ! 
For one moment's parley ; 
Cease thy merry clatter, 
Though but for a while — 
Eufiling yellow tresses 
Back from fond caresses, 
Lath to stop thy chatter 
Even to share a smile. 

Sweet-eyed, laughing Willy, 
Loitering willy-nilly 
Near my arm-chair captured 
By a furtive hand ! 
Sage of ten full sunimers, 
Wisest of boy-mummers — 
When by fun enraptured 
Wildest of the band ! ■' 

Curly-pated Harry, 

Elf who scarce can carry. 

For side-shaking gladness, 

One queer broken toy — 

That absurdest fellow, 

Noseless Punchinello, 

Whose shrill squeak turns sadness 

To preposterous joy. 
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Eosy-warm from sleeping, 
Baby-Edward, creeping 
O'er the hearthrug slowly. 
Dimpling hands outspread : 
Hither wee, wee blue shoes ! 
Hither tottering two shoes ! 
Soft rings — aureole holy ! 
Crowning thy fair head. 

Hold ! you elvish rascal ! 
Leave my peerless Pascal : 
If you want an anvil 
Here to play at smith. 
Take some earthlier writer — 
Further fiom a mitre — 
Take Voltaire or Mand'ville 
Thus to trifle with. 

Hist ! there, Mark, or may be 
You'll be choking Baby — 
Giving him for coral 
Choice of amber tips. 
Meerschaum brown as berry, 
Glossy tube of cherry — 
Worse than sourest sorrel 
To those sugary lips ! 

the joyous clatter ! 
When, with cushions' batter. 
Curtain- cord and tassel, 
Some the sofa climb : 
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Than the fire for warming 
Better far the stormiug 
Of our mimic castle, 
Captured time on time. 

Kow ! who'll play Jack Horner ? 
Eomping Puss in. Corner ? 
Skittish Hunt the Slipper ! 
Blundering Blindman's Buff? 
Wheel away the table, 
Madcaps fresh from Babel ! 
Let each elfin tripper 
Find there's room enough. 

Till the fire-glow ruddy 
Chequers all my study, 
Bookcase, floor, and ceiling. 
With a Shadow Dance ! 
Filling gloom with brightness, 
Heaviest hearts with lightness, 
Livelier laughter pealing 
As our games advance. 

When tired out and flustered, 
Eound my armchair clustered, 
Eomps, no longer wrestling. 
Claim old tales of mirth — 
Smiling at our folly, 
Marianne with her Dolly, 
Near my footstool nestling. 
Crowns the glowing hearth. 
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THE CHILD. 

(from victor HUGO.) 

When comes tlie little babe, tbe housebold cries 
With sudden gladness ; its sweet radiant eyes 

Make otber eyes as bright. 
The saddest, ev'n remorseful, brows unbend 
Before the joys that to its being lend 

Such innocent delight. 

Ofttimes while deep in converse, round the fire. 
Of country, God, what bards, what souls aspire — 

The infant with its wiles. 
With winning artless looks that love enforce. 
Breaks thro' the solemn themes, the grave discourse 

Soon vanishing in smiles. 

For his dear eyes are full of boundless charms ; 
For his small hands and little dimpling arms 

Ne'er yet could ills enfold : 
Never have his young feet yet touched our mire : 
Fair flaxen head ! crowned — like angelic fire — 

With aureole of gold ! 
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Thou art to our poor ark th.e fluttering dove : 
Not yet in dust thj' tender feet can move : 

Thou fliest on azure wings. 
Uncomprehending all thou seest from birth, 
Thou art twice virginal ! for nought of earth 

To soul or body clings ! 

Ah, but the child is fair ! his winsome ways, 
His voice that would say all, his candid gaze. 

His tears, smiles soon eclipse : 
His errant looks with rapturous wonder rife : 
Offering his whole pure youngling self to life, 

To kisses his warm lips ! 

Lord ! guard thou me, Lord ! guard all those I love, 
Ev'n foes, from Fate — Earth's direst doom above — 

As on thro' years we roam — 
Denying roseate flowers to summer trees. 
To cages, birds — to silent hives, their bees — 

Sweet children unto home ! 
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EECOLLECTIONS OP THE PEOPLE. 

(from beeangee.) 

Long beneath the thatch his glory 
Peasant hearts will leap to sing : 
Fifty years and cots will ring 
With no other wondrous story. 
Then the villagers will throng 

'Bound the knees of aged dame, 
<|Baying — " Now the nights are long, 

Tell us of the Great Man's fame. 
What though death-cries pealed his hymn ; 
We revere him as no other, 
As no other : 
Speak to us of him, mother ! 
Speak to us of him." 

" Once, my children, thro' this village. 
With a train of kings, he passed. 

(Years since then hath time amassed !) 

Pausing 'mid these scenes of tillage. 

On the threshold of my home. 

Here I heard him tread the ground, 

Here on foot I saw him come — 
In gray coat and hat renowned ! 
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' Good day, my dear,' when near he drew, 
He said, while awe I tried to smother, 

Tried to smother.'' 
" Then he spoke to you, mother ! 

Then he spoke to you !" 

"Paris summer suns did render 

Eadiant : while I, standing there, 

Saw him with his court repair 
To Notre Dame in regal splendour. 
Gladness filled the hearts of all. 

Glory bidding each rejoice . 
Golden hours ! their tongues did call : 

God will guard the People's Choice ! 
Sweet the smiles he 'round him threw ; 

Heaven had blessed him as a father. 
As a father." 
" What brave days for you, mother ! 
What brave days for you !" 

" But when foreign bands had taken 
Champagne's fair but ravaged fields, — 
When all else flung by their shields 

He alone remained unshaken. 

One evening — as it might be this — 
I heard a knock, and oped the door : 

Great God ! 'twas he, no form but his, 
And with him two or three — no more. 

Then, seated on this very chair. 
He sighed, ' Why war we with each other. 
With each other!'" 
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" What tben — lie sat there, mother ! 
What then — he sat there !" 

" Wants were his, thus ill requited, 
Poorest wine and bread supplied : 
On the hearth his garb be dried, 

While the fire to sleep invited. 

Waking, when he saw my tears, 

' Keep good hope and heart,' he said ; 

' I go to shelter Prance from fears, 
And avenge my heroes dead.' 

He went : since when great store I've set 
On his glass more than all other. 
Than all other." 

" And you have it yet, mother ? 
And you have it yet ?" 

" 'Tis here ! But while his cup I cherished 
He in villain bonds was bound : 
He a holy Pope had crowned. 

In a desert island perished. 

Doubting long if such could be. 
We cried, ' He yet will reappear, 

Coming from the southern sea, 
Lord of foes who then shall fear !' 

All known : most bitter grief did fill 
These eyes, that wept as for a brother. 
For a brother." 

" God vsdll bless you still, mother ! 
God will bless you still I" 
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INFINITUDE. 

(from SCHILLER.) 

Where God's omnific mandate Worlds from Chaos 

drew to light, 
Thro' viewless space, on lightning winds my spirit 

winged her flight, 
Yearning yet to reach the shore 
Where th' eternal billows roar, 
Where the breath of life no longer can in ether find 

a place. 
Where Creation's awful verge denotes the boundary 

of Space. 

Around me stars of deathless youth in countless 
swarms emerge, 

A thousand years 'twixt wave and wave, in myriad 
shoals they surge — 
In their ceaseless ebb and flow 
Towards the mystic strand they go : 

Speeding onwards thus — I gaze at length the track- 
less heavens around, 

Where no solitary star gilds more the silent depths 
profound. 
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Beyond the pomps and glories of these teeming floods 

of light, 
My soul's unflagging pinions steer to realms of nought 

their flight : 
As thro' heaven her eyes turn hack 
Mistlike dims the vanquished track — 
But, far on, new systems glitter like the river foam to 

view, 
As the Wanderer's footsteps traverse like a thought 

the holy hhie. 

Lo ! 'mid the dreadly solitude a Pilgrim Form I see 
Swift gliding towards me — ■ " Traveller, halt ! say 
whither dost thou flee ?" 
" I seek that final coast 
Where the Universe is lost. 
Where the breath of life no longer can in ether find 

a place. 
Where Creation's awfal verge denotes the boundary 
of Space.'' 

" Then Pause ! thou sailest vainly — an Infinitude 
behold !" 

"Then Pause! thou sailest vainly — see another there 
unrolled ! 
Meekly droop thy plumage soaring. 
Bend Eagle-thought adoring : 

Daring Voyager, behold how wild thy Phantasie in 
this — ■ 

That all space is but one shoreless, boundless, fathom- 
less abyss !" 
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A PAEAPHEASE FEOM EESSEGUIEE. 

ADDRESSED TO ALPHONSE DE LAMARTINE. 

In the brightness of eve, in the silence of night, 

Poet ! my heart drank the joys of thy song ; 
And, when thro' the lattice the day dawned in light, 

1 read yet again as the hours rolled along — 
That verse of devotion, those pure lays of love. 

Those chaunts of emotion, hope, agony, life, 
And I hailed thee, thou bard of the accents that move, 

Genius ! Hero of song and of strife ! 
And, my heart thrilling up at the sound of thy 
numbers, 

My sighs long-repressed, and my tears often shed. 
Awoke the high passions which earth only cumbers. 

And lifted my soul to the realms of the dead. 
Bright images passed o'er the disc of my mind. 

Bright images such as the dreamer bewails. 
And sorrows unknown, like the anguish men find 

When the voice of the loved on the dying lip fails. 
And fragments of melody torn from thy lyre, 

Eemembered with rapture, repeated with joy. 
Illumined my soul like the fragments of fire — 

The gold clouds that sunset has strown o'er the 
sky. 
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The beings thy genius had rendered immortal, 

Jocelyn, Laurence, and Martha, nay more. 
The dog whose intelligence levelled the portal 

Which instinct and reason had sundered before. 
Those beings created like beams by thy glory. 

The charms of my household, the Lares of home. 
Who were born but to-day in the womb of thy story. 

And yet have already like old friends become. 
That drama composed half of love, half of weeping. 

That death whose recital appals but to soothe ; 
The man made a slave when in ignorance sleeping. 

And only awakened to freedom by truth ; 
The combat of earth, and the triumph of heaven, 

Eecounted and shrined in the pomp of thy lay, 
Gave my life a new vigour, a fragrance, a leaven, 

It revived the crushed blooms of my youth's early 
day. 
Behold the emotions thy song has engendered ! 

Emotions whose sense is a rapture divine ! 
Behold the sweet thoughts which thy glory has ren- 
dered ! 

Like gems gleaming up in a goblet of wine I 

To Byron, the exUe and bard, they compare 

Thy Muse and thy metre, thou lyrist of France ! 

As the gladness of hope and the gloom of despair 
Are mingled together in ancient romance. 

And wild though the contrast may seem, on reflec- 
tion 
The fact of resemblance steals out to the sight, 
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And the sympathies felt betwixt joy and dejection 

Are blent like the moonbeams and shadows of night. 
Thy poetry shines with perpetual lustre, 

'Tis radiant like sunlight, a flame like a star. 
And oft in the woof of thy rhythm a cluster 

Of mysteries glow from the depths of the Far. 
The breath of thy Muse is the sweet breath of Nature, 

The wind of the mornings, the breeze of the eves ; 
It scatters delight over cornfield and pasture, 

It bourgeons the bough, and it goldens the sheaves ; 
It resembles the clouds of rare perfumes uplifted, 
And curled o'er the lips of the censers of gold. 
The flowers and foliage wherewith Spring hath gifted 
The bars of the dungeon where crime groweth old ; 
It is lucent like pearls on the sands of the ocean ; 

Its sheen hath the whiteness of swans on the lake ; 
And it soars like the wings of the eagle in motion. 

Above the high rocks where the hurricanes break. 
The dear thoughts that live in the core of our breast, 

That live and are loved like the pulse of our life. 
Thy verses have often in music expressed, 

In music with passion and ecstasy rife. 
Thy voice in its accents is varied like ages. 
Now ages of pleasure, now ages of pain ; 
Sometimes it has uttered the wisdom of sages, 

And sometimes has sung in a symbolic strain. 
Where'er inspiration has tended to lure, 

Where'er thy ambition has taught thee to rove, 
The shame of the base and the fame of the pure 
Have symbolized life in the language of love. 

2 A 
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The chords of hTimanity, strung tipon sadness, 

Eequire the soft touch of an influence Divine 
To give their vibrations the true tone of gladness, 

And those tones rebound from an influence like 
thine. 
We need a soft balm for the wounds which are fated 

To rankle and bum in the bosom of age, 
A balm to refresh the poor soul when half sated, 

That balm, Lamartine, I derive from thy page. 
Lamartine ! that dear name, that name noble and 
glorious. 

That name which inspires my sad heart to rejoice. 
That name which has often proved great and victo- 
rious, 

That name filled with sweetness of soul and of voice. 
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SONKET TO KEATS. 

Another sadness round Apollo's fane ; 
A cypress wreath hung on his golden Ijre ; 
A gleam of beauty horn but to expire ; 
Another Chatterton in heart and brain — 
The doom of genius fell on earth again, 
And, like a thunderbolt of Sapphic fire, 
Blasted the rapture of thy young desire ! 
Again from out thy lips the deathful strain 
Poured like the murmur of undying Love. 
Again the glory, and again the woe 
Of bardic joy fell on thee here below, 
Fell but to lift thy fame to realms above. 
A life had perfected thy form, but now 
A Torso of eternal grace art thou ! 



356 BIB BOBBET PEEL. 



SIE EOBBET PEEL. 
(1850.) 

MEMORIAL STANZAS. 

He has perislied in peace, yet departed in glory, 

The senator's robe, not the hero's, his shroud ; 
No blood-streaming battles emblazon his story, 

Yet still with his fame the whole land rings aloud. 
In the slumber of death he is silent for ever ; 

Ko more may his accents the nation rejoice — ■ 
Tlie nation who loved him, the nation who never 

Can hearken again to her Orator's voice. 

Our dreams of his future have died in their splendour — 

Have died with his death, and are drowned in our 
tears : 
Alas ! that one moment of anguish can render 

Thus vain and evasive the vision of years. 
Alas ! that a genius a realm is lamenting 

Should thus have been quenched by the pangs of a 
day; 
Should tempt the Destroyer, who knows no relenting. 

And sink with one sigh to the depths of decay. 
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He sleeps — but the world is awake to his actions : 

He dies — but the age is alive to his worth : 
He failed — but in failing dismembered all factions : 

He ruled — and in ruling replenished the earth. 
And now o'er his tomb are a multitude mourning 

The loss of their statesman, their idol, their chief, 
The sense of whose greatness, their conclave adorning, 

Enhances their pride but to heighten their grief 

Though lowly the fate that bereft him of power. 

Sublime was the sorrow that rose o'er his fall, 
When millions, dejected, awaited the hour 

Replete with calamities dreaded by all. 
Oh, dire were the portents and deep the emotion 

That threatened the State like a shadow of gloom. 
When Princes and People, with common devotion, 

At sundown and sunrise sought news of his doom ! 

For well they remembered the light of his reason 

Shone brightest when blackest events were com- 
bined, 
The horrors of famine, the terrors of treason, 

But winning new store from the wealth of his mind. 
Their gratitude turned to the thought of that valour 

That sheltered the islands when ills o'er them swept, 
And, musing with awe when he lay in death's pallor; • 

The senator trembled, the warrior wept. 

No minister ever more nobly presided 

O'er councils that never more needed control. 
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And ne'er hath ambition more grandly derided 
The baubles of empire that gleam in its goal. 

Was England's command on injustice dependent ? 
His large and magnanimous heart chose aright — 

He abandoned to foes his position resplendent, 
And yielded to weakness the wand of his might. 

In Opulence lulled, yet his life was devoted 

To watch o'er his country and toil in her cause ; 
Though leisure allured him, his aim was denoted 

By drudgery passed in amending her laws. 
A passion for letters and science, uniting 

Their blandishments, sought to decoy him in vain, — 
Him — the gentle and brave— only stern when requiting 

The crafts of intrigue and the wiles of chicane. 

Y'et, brilliant his acts of political duty, 

More brilliant the deeds of his private career, 
A\'hen for virtues more sweet in their homelier beauty, 

Most loved the Great Man some might only revere. 
Oh, solemn the proof of his generous feeling 

Drawn forth from its stealth by a bloodstained des- 
pair, 
The Suicide's hand in its anguish revealing 

Sis nature still tender when ravaged by care. 

The people he loved more than place, ever yearning 
To govern them wisely, their good to ensure ; 

And oft from his measures the nation was learning 
How, reared 'mid the rich, he yet lived for the poor : 
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Their homes were the scenes of his fond aspiration, 
The cottager's Messing his brightest reward, 

More prized than the pomp of a dukedom's creation. 
Than wealth or nobility gained by the sword. 

Then leave, as he wished, his frail ashes to moulder 

Beneath the old fane near the haunts of his youth ; 
Though humble its shade, nobler structures were colder 

To him who viewed Death thro' the spectrum of 
Truth. 
No pageants sepulchral accumulate 'round him. 

The symbols of pride that he spurned on life's shore ; 
More grandly his great recollections surround him — 

The Patriot Chief whom a People deplore. 



360 DEATH : ITS GLOET AND ITS BEAUTY. 



DEATH: ITS GLOET AND ITS BEAUTY. 

Death no skeleton resembles, — 
Death is holy — Death is fair : 
God's Great Angel, 'round whose brow life faintly 
trembles. 
Like a glory in its hair. 

Death, though dread, is ever tender 
As a mother to her child ; 
Spreading lovely tints of all unearthly splendour 
Even on features most reviled. 

Death exalts to something glorious 
Even the visage of a clown : 
As though o'er each prostrate corpse, behold ! vic- 
torious 
Glimmered forth a spectral crown. 

Death a progress more than regal 

Makes among the abodes of men — 
Manumitting slaves — each soul an eagle 

Soaring sunward from earth's ken. 
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Death ne'er strikes but tear-drops trickle 
Healing unction — where its sword 
Thro' the ripened lives of ages like a sickle 
Eeaps the harvest of the Lord. 

Death no iron javelin hurtles 

But with gentle touch reveals, 
Where, beneath the linen shroud and fragrant myrtles, 
Dark decay o'er beauty steals. 

Death no violating anger 

Knows, but with divinest palm 
Softly sprinkles o'er the solemn couch of languor 
Drops of consecrating calm. 

Death's are not the worm's dominions. 
Though the charnel be its throne, 
Whence each soul, as with the rush of angel pinions, 
To eternal realms hath flown. 

Death no grimly woe discloses 

Thro' hushed features of the dead, 
Where celestial peace with heavenly smile reposes. 
O'er white lips and brow dis-spread. 

Death reveals the soul's fair glory 
Thro' the body's foul decay. 
Where the fleshless skull proclaims the holy story. 
As it laughs the world away. 
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Death hath splendours even when darkling 
With dread gloom onr final breath — 
Starlike souls, unseen in life's broad noonday, sparkling 
Visibly in the night of death. 

Death erases every sorrow 

From each 'heart on which it falls ; 
The grand harbinger of earth's resplendent morrow, 
It consoles while it appals. 

Death appears no dream of sadness — 

Mark those rapturous lips, the while 
Thro' their wan, cold hues a dumb but eloquent 
gladness 
Hints the Soul's angelic smile. 

Death with magic hand can beckon. 
Thro' the lineaments of age, 
Childhood's innocent glances loving gazers reckon 
Past the grief those looks assuage. 

Death yields bliss, though it hath blackened 
On earth's brink life's crystal pool, 
When with uttermost stress the silver cord is slack- 
ened — 
Broken the golden bowl. 

Death no skeleton resembles, — 
Death is holy — Death is fair : 
God's Great Angel, round whose brow life faintly 
trembles, 
Like a glory in its hair. 
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Thoogh varied their features, j'et equally creatures 
Of Him who shall weigh in His balance their worth, 

The good they engender reveals in their splendour — 
The pride of the woodlands, the lord of the earth : 

Born like the mallow that blooms in the shallow ; 
Fair in their fruitfulness, dire in their dearth. 

Thus musing serenely where branches all greenly 
O'ershadowed the murmur of hurrying feet, 

Where thronged in commotion like tides of the ocean, 
Those waves of the world with sad voices replete, — 

Eays thro' it gleaming, winds thro' it streaming, 
Fresh grew a tree 'mid the dust of the street. 

There gold-robbing varlets, and brazen-eyed harlots, 
The squalor, the vice, and the dregs of the town. 

The wine-bibber reeling, the murderer stealing 

From daybreak — vile spawn of the peer and the 
clown, 

Bound it assemble where the leaves tremble, 
Calm, o'er abysses of crime looking down. 
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Yet sweet as the morning with verdure adorning 
Those haunts of Debauch by her votaries trod, 

Divine as the wildwood beloved in our childhood, 
And pure as if nurtured in Eden's 3"0ung sod. 

Green those leaves quiver, radiant for ever. 
Sinless as when first create' by their God. 

Beholding thus stainless that life ever painless 

Still budding thro' smoke 'neath the blue heaven's face, 

My thoughts with emotion supreme as devotion 
Seemed yearnings to cherish that tj-pe of its race : 

I could have blessed it, I could have kissed it, 
Clasping it round with a loving embrace. 
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WELLINGTON. 
(1852.) 

AN lEREGULAE ODE. 

A SHADOW on her visage as of woe, 

Tlie Guardian Goddess of tlie land — 
Throned where the sullen billows flow, 
The trident tremulous in her slackened hand, 
Still brooding with a dumb surprise. 
Trouble in her sea-blue eyes 

And anguish at her heart — • 
Dreams of all her glories won : 
Dreams of all her songs of praise 

Hymned by earth's divinest art : 
Glories won by sire and son 
Li these and ancient days. 
Scattered in disorder 'round, 

Lo ! her haughty spoils of war 
Strewn neglected, where with melancholy sound 

Grim ocean laps the shore. 
Her stubborn buckler, black from thunderous strife, 
And dinted o'er by bolts of battle — see ! 

Propped idly at her matron knee : 
A Gorgon oval — England's shield of life. 
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And glittering near 'her sandalled foot, 
'Mid shells that murmur in the creaming wave, 
On Albion's strand the trenchant brand 

That oft can Gordian knots divide — 
Each woven wile of foreign gniile — ■ 

Or lop the boughs of Pride : 
Whose keenness still, as Fame may tell, 
Eesistless as of yore, shall fell 
The world's tyrannic Upas to the root : 
The giant sword by foes abhorred — 

Britannia's dreaded glaive ! 

'Eound the Goddess throws her glance 

O'er the beach and o'er the flood. 
Gazing as though she saw advance 

The azure tide — a tide of blood ! 
Stirless o'er her helmed head. 

Drooping down its Saxon spear, 
Her Norman banner hangs dis-spread 

As o'er a nation's bier. 
Yet, breathless though her standard falls. 
About the golden helm' beneath — 
As ruffled by a zephyr's sigh — 

Green stirs the laurel wreath ! 
Ev'n as bereaved affection calls 

From souls the labouring breath, 
When sobs within the chamel halls 
Disturb the fringed gloom of palls 

That trail the pomp of death : 
So, soft, the air with sorrow heaves — 
So feebly, faintly move the leaves 
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Around her saddened trow, 
Where Memory with most solemn mien, 
Distorting every line serene, 

Bids Grief her claims allow. 
Though tears her sight suffuse — 
As weeps in spray the seething brine — 
The solemn Past its life renews, 
Arraying in its rainbow hues 
The visions of a heart divine. 

Flickering out like flame from embers, 

Lo ! the gorgeous pageant comes : 
Comes — and, as each sense remembers. 
Clang the trumpets, roll the dmms. 
Yonder, driving down like cattle 

All the turbaned rout of war, 
Where, in agonies of battle, 

Died the Tiger of Mysore — 
O'er the rampart gleams the blade. 
Lightening in the betel shade, 

Flaming down the ghastly fray. 
Loved for all the hopes allied 
With the scabbard by his side — 
As the bridegroom loves the bride — 

Meteor, thou of Asian day ! 
Not Orlando loved so well 
Edge and hilt of Durandel, 
As did he the iron wand. 
Blazing in his grasped hand, 
When he led his doughty band, 
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Fierce on Scindiah's dread array, 
Till victorious there he stood, 
Looming grand thro' smoke and blood — 

The hero of Assaye ! 

Eadiant smiUs the firoddess now; 

Eadiant beanns ner gladdened brow ; 
Calm her looks with fires of rapture burn : 

For, again, Queen ! behold 

Nobler annals yet unrolled, 
Brighter deeds and mightier shades return. 

There — she views her victor gone 
From her orient' realms afar ; 
By the awful, fated hour 
Called to grapple with a Power 
Dreadlier than dark Sultaun, 
Or Eajah of Berar. 

Ilere — in terror issuing forth. 

Borne above the boreal main. 
O'er the green, ice-curdling billows of the North, 
See his serried warriors throng. 
See them smite with might the strong. 
And sweep in panic flight along 

The legions of the Dane. 
Hark ! the bugle-clarion sounding, 

Summons him to grander toil, 
Where, with deadly blows rebounding. 

Nations combat for a soil — 

Combat for the soil that hid, 
Beneath the Fame, the Ashes of the Cid. 
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Sees she then her flags arise, 

Under Lusitanian skies — 

Bustling thro' the carnage dun ; 

Fluttering in the southern sun ; 

Tattered where the gun-bolts fly, 
Paling never, but for ever 

Blushing red with victory. 
Proudly though the eagle soaring, 

On its eyrie-ridge alight — 
His the storm destruction pouring 

O'er Eoli5a's ravaged height. 
His the blue and blinding rain, 

Hurled in hurricanes around, 
Heaping with the dying and the slain 

Vimiera's branded ground. 

Fairest of all ocean's daughters ! 

Listen 'mid the thickening gloom. 
Where across the Douro's waters 
Loud the dreadful cannon boom. 
Talavera's valour, see — 
And Busaco's chivalrj'. 
But, when numbers bid him tremble, 
Witness all his craft dissemble ; 
Watch where, keen, each bayonet shines, 
Under Torres Vedras' wall — 
Baffling all the arms of Gaul, 
Tranquil every troop reclines. 
Sheltered and shadowed by those wondrous lines. 



Wakes at length the voice of Glory, 
Famous in heroic story. 
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When with hoofs and fetlocks gory, 

Over ravelin and fosse, 
Forth each gallant charger bounding. 
Gave to light a force redounding 

Grandly over gain or loss : 
Witness Ciudad's shattered pride, 
Witness still the riven side 

Of grimly Badajos. 

Goddess ! gladHer yet thy trident wield ; 

Joy yet more royal in thy breast lie hid : 
For, lo ! where, borne from Salamanca's field. 

Thy Conqueror rides triumphant down Madrid : 
Hushed the wild thunders of his lordly wrath, 
As scattered 'round, 
With pattering sound, 
The purpling blossoms strow his kingly path. 
Gentler yet thy sovereign glances 

Tremble 'neath those lids divine. 
When thy champion chief advances. 

Glorying in that name of thine : 
Threefold splendour streaming down 
On Vittoria's dread renown. 

Crowning such sublime emotions. 

See at last float out to view. 
Climax of a world's commotions. 

Sceptre-rending Waterloo. 
Brilliant in her 'raptured face 

Gladness fills the heavenly fair, 
Touching every line to grace, 

Glistening in her golden hair. 
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For elated by remembrance 

Of tbe conflict's ireful brunt, 
She beholds in vivid semblance — 

Eagle eye and eagle front, 
Tranquil as when first beneath 

Verdant laurels, or as since 
Olives bound with civic wreath 

England's aged Warrior-Prince. 

Startled from her soul's celestial pleasure. 

Darkness 'round the Goddess' form descends. 
While discordant notes in doleful measure 
Each a pang of misery portends. 

Throbbing like the pulse of woe, 

Hark ! the dumb funereal tread. 
Where the silent thousands flow. 
Mourning for their mighty dead. 
Where, in shadowy train assembling, 
Under spectral plumage trembling. 
Shrouded pomps in sombre trappings come, — 
EoUing on the wind away, 
O'er the trumpet's choral bray. 
The dull, redoubling drum. 

'Mid surges murmuring thus around her throne. 
Behold the sacred Monarch of the Tree, 

Musing, dejected, on her isle ahjne, 

Britannia weeping by hor subject sea — 
Weeping for her noble.st son. 

Her prince, her pride, her patriot, Wellington ! 
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SING TO ME SOME HOMELY BALLAD. 

Sing to me some homely ballad, 
Plaintive with the tones of love ; 

Harp and voice together hlending, 
Like the doling of the dove. 

Let each cadence melt in langour 

Softly on my ravished ears, 
Till my half-closed eyes are brimming 

With a rapture of sweet tears. 

Summon back fond recollections 
Such as gentle sounds prolong — 

Flies of memory embalming 
In the amber of a song. 
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BEOWN EYES AEE THE EYES FOE LOYE. 

A CANZONET. 

Blue eyes are the eyes for gladness, 
Where the laughing soul looks thro' : 

Lights that melt the gloom of sadness, 
Beam all gentle eyes of blue. 

Sparkling with rare smiles of pleasure, 
Tender as the turtle-dove : 

Yet, while such sweet ej'es I treasure, 
*" Brown eyes are the eyes for love. 

Black eyes are the eyes for passion, 

Light'ning to their depths with scorn, 
Of all dastard laws that fashion 

Minds that grieve and hearts that mourn. 
Lambent with a grand devotion, 

Valiant deeds and fair might prove : 
Yet, while such yield deep emotion, 

Brown eyes are the eyes for love. 
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Gray eyes are the ej'es for rapture, 

Eadiant as tlie lamp of day : 
Glances that affections capture 

Gleam from lustrous ej'es of gray. 
Glittering homes of thoughts that render 

Glory like the stars above : 
Yet, though such dear eyes have splendour. 

Brown eyes are the eyes for love. 
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TO ELIZA COOK. 

A BIRTHDAY GREETING, 24tH DKCEMBEE. 
WITH A PICTDBB OF A EOBIN SINGING AMONG SNOW-LADEN HOLLY. 

This trivial leaflet — type of love 
As true as- that once borne by dove, 
The love of friends who prize the worth 
That sprang to being with thy birth — 
Eeveals (apt symbol of thy art) 
The bird of winter, whose warm heart 
So throbs with love among the snow. 
That all his breast is in a glow ! 
Both born for song in frosty days. 
His hymned 'mid holly, thine 'mid bays. 
Each sings with joy, and stiU shall sing — 
Blithe voices, " prophesying spring.'' 
Aye, thus below th' undying shade, 
Eor each th' appropriate covert made, 
Sweet bird, sweet bard, this eve of eves. 
Sing under ever fresh green leaves. 
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LOVE'S ASSEVEEATION. 

By those eyes of dazzling brown, 

With their liquid mirth and gladness ; 
By that brow without a frown, 

Or a fleeting cloud of sadness ; 
By that lip of vermeil red, 

Breathing such a gentle voice ; 
By that smile which never fled 

While it could my gaze rejoice ; 
By those curls of chestnut Ime 

Streaming down in rich profusion ; 
By those cheeks where blushes strew 

Rosy colours of confusion ; 
By that face that, though a dream, 

I would worship with devotion ; 
By that bosom, fair as cream. 

Heaving with untold emotion ; 
By that silken hand of thine, 

Pure as virgin alabaster ; 
By that hand to make which mine 

I would brave the worst disaster ; 
By the pulses of thy heart. 

Pond as ever poet sung ; 
By these simple words that start. 

Faltering from my truthful tongue ; 
My love for thee, like delicious pain, 
Throbs in the core of my heart and brain. 
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MONODY ON LOED STEANGFOED. 

BETTER KNOWN AS THE HON. GEORGE SYDNEY SMYTHE. 
(1857.) 

I NEVER knew ttee ; thou wert but a name, 

Full of rare promise of thy future fame : 

I never grasped that manly hand of thine, 

That wrote so oft for me the nervous line, 

For me but as for others penned the page 

Where spoke thro' words of youth, the thoughts of age- 

The word that vibrates and the thought that glows, 

Alike in virile verse and rhythmic prose. 

For, ready to thy grasp, Erato's lyre 

Thrilled into music at thy touch of fire : 

And readier yet thy lips awoke the sound 

Great Clio's resonant trumpet shrills around — 

The heroic breathings of the horn of war. 

The bugle notes that herald Victory's car. 

These were the tones thy Fancy loved to hear. 

The grand Historic strains to thee so dear. 

Generous thy sympathies, thy tastes refined ; 
Thy candid speech the mirror of thy mind : 
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Abhorring from thy soul whate'er seemed base, 
Thy pity knew no bar of creed or race, 
Ne'er lowliest ranks in vain to thee conld call, 
Thy comprehensive love embraced them all. 
Thine was the pensive lay that sang so 'well, 
The 3'outh, the dreams, the glory of Carrel : 
Thine were the plaintive sighs, so sad, so sweet. 
That tracked with tears the Stuart in retreat : 
And thine the hopes eclectic as thy lore. 
Aye from the dust of ruin wont to soar ? 
Bright hopes avenging clad in radiant steel, 
With silvery helm', and knightly spur on heel, 
Grown as from dragons' teeth, with blood for dew, 
Where dread La Vendee sprang in arms to view ! 
Or wilder hopes like those that nerved thy song. 
As once the thews of the insurgent throng — 
The mob that from St. Antoine's squalid lair 
Eose in the might, the " grandeur of despair !" 
Not idly there thy keen eyes sagely scanned 
'Mid the wild rush of that ensanguined band. 
The giant forms that from the fiery flood, 
Eose like Earth's Monsters from her primal mud : 
Creatures of Horror, whose mere memories soil. 
Foul pages whence calm student eyes recoil. 
Pages where History, while her hand records 
The crash of empires and the clash of swords. 
Brands to eternal scorn a demon crew, 
Darker than even weird Dante's pencil drew : 
Dire Lords of 111, whose phantoms swept again 
Down the strong current of thy lyric strain : — 
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Stentorian Mirabeau, with glance of fire, 
Thunder his voice, the lightning's gleam his ire ; 
Infuriate Dan ton whose all-daring will 
Roared to his hounds one pitiless mandate — Kill ! 
Camille th' Erostratus whose reckless brand 
Fired the proud fane, the glory of the land ; 
With vulture-gaze and Ehadamanthine brain, 
Judge in that human hell, the vile Varennes ; 
The foul-mouthed prophet of th' assassin horde, 
Marat, whb died by what his heart adored ; 
Pale, gentle Oouthon, from whose dulcet lips 
Fell writhing words that stung like scorpion whips ; 
And, old in crime, St. Just, in years so young. 
Death in his grasp, and music on his tongue ; 
And, last and worst 'mid all those forms of fear. 
The King of Terrors, grimly Eobespierre. 
These were the horrent shades, thy Sybil cries. 
Called by the spell-words of thy verse to rise ; 
These were the grisly shapes thy voice, young Seer, 
Bade in the Circle of thy Song appear ! 

But not alone on ghastly names reviled, 
Fell thy calm gaze so searching, yet so mild : 
Patrician though thy blood, it glowed while grew 
Bright 'neath thy touch the radiant deeds it drew. 
When — as at Valour's summons leaps the blade — ■ 
Thy Pride of Kindred owned the Pride of Trade. 
Then in impassioned tones thy patriot tongue 
The Merchant- Princes of our island sung— 
Sung how their Saxon rule made Britons free. 
The Lords of Earth, the " Seigneurs of the Sea." 
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Such was thine earliest utteranoe — such the voice 
Thy boyhood breathed thro' themes, of all, thy choice ; 
Those themes, that utterance told with equal truth, 
Th' ingenuous ardour of thy genial youth. 
Nor did thine opening manhood e'er disdain 
To act the teachings symbolled in thy strain. 
Pair dawned thy life when Genius marked in thee; 
The brilliant traits of bright-eyed Coningsby. 
Alas ! the radiant future ne'er attained. 
The power unsought, the glory never gained. ' 
Alas ! the meed thy fading hopes soon gave, 
Death thy sole guerdon, and thy goal — a grave ! 
Mourn we thy love, too, fallen on evil times, 
Thy death-bell jarring 'mid thy marriage chimes. 

Peace to thy gentle heart ! Lie, noble head. 
Calm 'mid the ranks of thy ancestral dead ! 
The strife for thee is over, grief and pain 
May never break thy tranquil sleep again. 
Trite though it be, fit emblem for thy tomb, 
A broken column, symbol of thy doom. 
Vainly for thee of fame Earth's bay wreath tells, 
Of life not vainly. Heaven's bright asphodels. 
Eest then, with nerveless hand and lyre unstrung. 
Great deeds unacted, and sweet songs unsung : 
Thy loved ambition as a thing despised. 
Thy life a dream divinely realised. 
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As a tear from tbe heart- fount stealing, 

As a sigli from the inner soul, 
All the depths of a love revealing. 

In a life by its grave-won goal : 
So fall on thine ear, dearest ! 

With the sound as of curfew chime — 
Love's own truth in each tone thou hearest- 

The last echo of my rhyme ! 

Every pulse of my rhythmic numbers, 

Like the throbbing at thy breast, 
When down the heaven of thy slumbers 

Float the visions of thy rest ; 
Every thought that illumes my pages. 

Like the star gleams of alien skies, 
Better, yea ! than the lore of sages, 

The light of thy gentle eyes ! 

For to me. Ah ! to me far dearer 

Than the grand Aonian maids 
Of the laurelled hill (though clearer 

Their sunset glory fades 
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Than our own red evening's splendour), 
The sweet influence of a wife — 

Of that Home Muse who can render 
Half divine this human life. 

A sweet influence like the night dew, 

Turning the earth to flowers. 
And filling the grass with cowslips, 

And with gems the briary howei s — 
With the gems of bud and berry, 

With the dog-rose and the haw. 
With scarlet and jDink and cherry, 

Lighting the greenwood shaw. 

For whatever visual glories, 

Like the bluebells on the lea. 
Scattered thro' my sylvan stories. 

Lure the reader like the bee, 
By the same serene relation 

Clouds rain blossoms from above. 
Owe their lowly revelation 

To the Nephele of thy love. 

Are my thoughts the merest king-moths. 

Floating by on wings of gloom — 
Gloom of fragile gold and purple — 

Thine the radiance, thine the bloom. 
Do they fall as tear-drops glimmer 

O'er the garlands of a bier. 
Thine their fitful diamond shimmer, 

Where diaphonously clear. 
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Or, like fragrance aromatic 

From the censer of my verse, 
Do they rise in coils erratic, 

Thine the fire those fumes rehearse. 
Silvery from this censer lowly. 

Let their soaring wreaths then shine, 
What they breathe o'er Earth mine wholly. 

What towards Heaven less mine than thine. 
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